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PREFACE 


Th> publishers of this book thought that a volume 
of articles and tales written by me during the past 
ts^enty-five years would have interest enough to 
justify publication, and asked me to make a 
selection. I have not been able to make up a 
book with only one theme. My temperament 
would only allow me to be happy when I was 
working at art. My conscience would not let 
me have peace unless I worked with other Irish- 
men at the reconstruction of Irish life. Birth in 
IrelaiKl gave me a bias towards Irish nationalism, 
wUle the spirit which inhabits my body told me 
the poUdes of eternity ought to be my only con- 
.cern} and that all other races equally with my own 
were children of the Great King. To aid in 
movements one must be orthodox. My desire to 
help prompted agreement, while my intellect was 
always heretical. I had written out of every mood, 
and could not retain any mood for long. If I 
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advocated a national ideal I'fdt imme^tdy 1 

could make an equal plea for more cosmopolitan 
and universal ideas. I have obeyed my intuitions 
wherever they drew me^ for I felt that the Light 
within us knows better than any other tho need 
and the way. So 1 have no book on one theme, 
and the only unity which connects what is here 
written is a common orimn. The reader mush 
strike a balance between the contraries which 
emst heie as they exist in us all, as they exist and 
are haimomsed in that multitudinous meditation 
which IS the universe. 

A. E. 
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THE CHARACTER OF HEROIC 
,, ' LITERATURE 

* ■ , 

Lady Gregory, r fairy godmother, has given 
to ,Voung Ireland the gift of her Cuchulain of 
Mt^hemncy which should be henceforward the 
b'dok 'of its dream. I do not doubt but there 
vnll. be a great change in the next generation, 
ibr the character of many children will have 
•grown to maturity brooding over the memories 
of heroes who were themselves half children, half 
demigods. Though the hero tales will have their 
gi^test power over the young, no one mind could 
'measure their depth. They seem simple and 

S imldve, yet they draw us strangely aside from 
and the emotions they awaken are not simple 
bat complex. Here arc twenty talcs, and they 
are^so alike in imaginative character that they 
sec^'all to have poured from one mind ; and to 
thoe twenty we could add a hundred others, all 
endlessly fertile in difference of incident, but all 
secQiing to own the same imaginative creator. It 
0^ ^ for many centuries, and then the maker of 
seems to have grown weary, and distinct 
'■T^jl^inot overladen with the tradition of the ages 

I B 
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were heard ; and to-day every 6ne wanders in a 
path of }us own, finding or lo&ing the way, the 
truth, tand the life of art in the free play of his 
desires. There was something more to cause this 
later period of diverse utterance than the interrup- 
tion of other races and the claims of the world upon 
us. Surely the ancient Egyptian met in Memphis 
or Thebes as many strangers as we did, but he 
went on through many dynasties carving the same 
face of mj'stcr}' and rarely altering the peculiar 
forms which were his inheritance from the crafts- 
men of a thous.ind ye.irs before. It was not the 
introduction of something new, but the loss of 
something which finally vexed the calm of the 
Sphinx and marred the Phidian beauty which in 
Greece was a long dream for many generations. 
It was not because the Dane or Norman command 
dwelt among us th.it the signature of the Kdhe 
was withdrawn from the (>aelic mind. I do not 
know how to express this loss otherwise than by 
sa^nng we appear to have fiillen away from our 
archetype. We find in .ill the early stories the 
presence of one being who may be the genius of 
our land if that old idea of nice divinities be a true 
one. A strange similitude unites all the charac- 
ters. We infer an interior identity. The same 
spirit flashes out in hostile clans, and then Ciym- 
lain kisses Ferdiad. They all confidently appeal 
to it in each other. M.iei'e filing after die 
battle can ask a g'ft from her conqueror and 
obtains it. Fand and F.mer dispute who shall 
make the last sacrifice of loi'e and give the bdoyed 
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to a rival. The conflicts seem half in play or in 
dream, and we do not know when an awakening 
of love vdll disarm tlie foes. In spite of the 
bloodshed the heroes seem like children who fight 
steely through a mock battle, hut the night will 
see ritese clularen at peace, and they will dream 
with anns around each other in the same cot. No 
literature ever had a more beautiful heart of 
cluldhood in it. Ihe bards could hate no one 
qansistently. If the\ took away the heroic 
chivalry iirom Conchohar in one tale the*} restored 
it to him in another. '1 he^ have the confident 
trust and expectation of goodness that children 
have, who may ha\e sufFuicd punishment, but a ho 
come later on and smile on the chastiser. It is 
this quality which t>i\cs the tales their extra- 
ordiijoty charm. I knf)W no other liteniture 
which his it to the same degree. I do not like to 
speculate on the ah ence of thi-> spirit in our later 
literature, w'huh was written under other in- 
fluences. It cannot he bccuise there was a less 
spiritual life in the apostlis thin in the hards. 
We cannot compare Cuculain, the most complete 
ideal of Gaelic chisalr), with that supreme figure 
whose coming to the world wai the eflfacement of 
whole pantheons of diMiiitics, and yet it is true 
that since the thoughts ot men were turned from 
the old ideals our literature has been filled with a 
less noble life. I think a clue mat he found in the 
withdrawal of thought fro'n nature, the great 
luotlfer who is the giver ot all life, and without 
wh^jW life ideals become inopciative and listless 
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dwellers in the heart. The eyes of the ancient 
Gael were fixed in wonder on the rocks and hills, 
and the waste places of the earth were piled with 
phantasmal palaces where the Sidhc sat on their 
thrones. Everywhere there was life, and as they 
S.IW so they felt. To conceive of nature in any 
way, as beautiful and living:, as friendly or hostile, 
is to receive from her in Jilsc me.isurc out of her 
fullness. With whatever face we approach the 
mirror ;i simiLxr f.ice approaches ours. “ Let him 
ajiprojich it, sayin{>, ‘ This is the Mijihty,* he 
becomes mighty,” says an ancient scripture, 
teaching* us tli.u as our aspiration is so will be our 
inspiration and power. Out of this comradeship 
with e.irtli there c'ani.- a commingling of natures, 
and we do not know when we read who are the 
Sidhe and who are human. The great energies 
are in all the heroe**. 'Lhcy bound to themselves, 
like the Talkend, the strength of the fire, the 
brightness of the sun, and the swittness of the 
wind. 'I'hey seem truly the earth-born. The 
waves rc*sjH>nd to their deeds ; the elemental 
creatures respond ; and there are clashing echoes 
and allies innumerable, and armies in the air con- 
tinuing their battle's inimitably beyond : a proud 
race, who felt wirh bursting hciirt the heavens 
were wMtehing the:u, who defied their gods, and 
exiled them to havi* free play fo- their own deeds. 
A very different hiimaiiitj’ indcei,! from those who 
have c*)me to walk 'he earth with humility, who 
are afraid of heaven and its rulers, and whose 
dread is the greatest of all sins, for in it is a detiial 
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of their own divinity. Surely the sight of great 
heroes is more welcome to the King, in whose 
heaven are sworded seraphim, than the bowed 
knees and the spirits who make themselves as 
worms in His sight. In the synibulic expression 
of our spiritual life the eagle has become a dove 
brooding {>eace. Oil, that it might rebecome the 
eagle and take to the upper airs 1 

A generosity ami greatness of spirit arc in 
the heroes of the Red Jininch, and out of their 
strengtli grows a bloom of beauty never fully 
revealed until I.ady Circ^'iry compiled these tales. 
As we read our eyes are il.ixzled by strange gr.ices 
of colour fli'ning over rhe payes : everywhere 
there is mystery and 'iiinnificence. Rroeossions 
pass by in Druid ritu.il, kincs and queens, and 
harpvrs who Icjok like kings. When the wind 
{Xisses over them and stirs tlieir g.irments a sweet- 
ness comes over the u Her of tin* r.ile, who felt that 
delight in dr.i|ieries blown over ^shapely forms 
which is the inspiration ot’thc Winged Victory and 
many Greek m.irbles. 'I'he bards will not have 
the hands of those proud people touch anything 
which is nut beautiful. “ It was a beautiful 
che§sboard they had, all of white* bron/.c, and the 
chessmen of griii.i and silver, and a candlestick 
of precious snmes lighting it.” The w.i>,ting of 
time has spared us a few things to show rlial this 
rare and intricite metal work 'vas not a myth, .ind 
we are- forced by an inexorable logic to .ic..ept as 
mainly true the narration of tm pride, rhe beauty 
tl^^nerosity, and the large lovable character 
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of the ancient heroes. We may come to realize 
that, losing their Druid vision of a more shining 
world mingling with this, wc have lost the vision 
of that lift; intt> the likeness of which it is the true 
labour of the spirit to transform this life. For the 
I'inianoge is that ( iarden where, in the mind of 
the Lord, the flowers and trees blossomed before 
they grew in the fields, where man lived in the 
(lolden Age before the outer darkness of the earth 
was '.milt and he was outcast from Pai adisc. There 
is no true art or literature which has not some 
image of the (I«’lden I-ife lurking within it, and 
through the archas^ nuleness of these legends the 
light .shines a.s sunli.dit throuL»h the hoary branches 
of ancient oaks. j.ady (I’regory has done her 
work as compiler with a judgment which could 
hardly be too much praised, and she has tnihs- 
lated the stories into an idiom whi*.h is a reflec- 
tion of the oriuinal ( laelii and is full of clv.u’m. 
Wc are indebted to her for this labour as much 
as to any of those “ who sang to sweeten Ireland’s 
wrong.” 


I(J02. 



THE DKAMATIC TREATMENT OF 
LEOENl) 


RliI 111 Ill'll (III 1.1 iiiit lo Ik M.i^id rii It litii itiiu* 

oii^ht iiDi III W iiiiiiluifl loi |l•lplll.Ll Liin*‘iiiii;>t)ii;i 1 ir Hi'* 1111111.11 .011 
nt the I • ii r • xu'i ili'fp rhi' il.m , .11 xmii jKiil 

You ma) mu'ichI m fh; i.tili'i li. n 1 li iK .iii>l li'iiiolini^ tli' 

Ilf thi laml LiaXi iIk 'ki .n (\iU> itnii . mil ilr.n t liirn, 

them Hnwii til tii> irmn *' (m (iCiK\iix in /// 

Jft/ttJt { /(r L* f 

YfARS n^o, in the iulvonriiroiis youth of his niind, 
Mr. O’iJrady found the Oaeiie tradition like a 
neglected .uitiquc dun witli the doors lurred, and 
there was little or no eyress. 1 j'-tenuiu, he heard 
from within the hu*n of an imnieii'-e chivalry, and 
he opened the doois uul the wild liders went forth 
to work their will. Now he would ret.ill them. 
But it is in vain. 'I he wild riders ha\e gone 
forth, and their Ltbours in the human mind arc 
only beginnini>. They will do their deeds over 
again, and now they will act through many men 
ai^fl speak through many voices. 'I he spirit of 
Cuculaiti will st.ind at many a lonely place in the 
heart, and he will win as of old against multitudes. 
The children of 'ruratin wiJ* start afresh still cjigcr 
to take up and renew their < yclii l.ibours, and they 
ynll-gain, not tiir themselves, the Apples of the 
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Tree of Life, and the Spear of the Will, and the 
Fleece which is the immortal body. All the 
heroes and demij^ods returning will have a widtf ' 
field than Erin for their deeds, and they will not 
grow weary warring upon things that die, but will 
be fighters in the spirit against immortal powers, 
and, as before, the acts ^ill be sometimes noble 
and sometimes b.ise. They cannot be stayed 
from tlu'ir deeds, for they are still in the strength 
of a youth whith is ever renewing itself. Nor for 
all the wrong which may be done should they be 
restrained. Mr. ()’(i'r.idy would now have the 
talcs kept fron. the crowd to be the pcH'tic luxury' 
of a few. Yet would we, for all the martyrs who 
perished in the fire.> of the Middle Ages, counsel 
the ])lacin.r of the (iospcls on the list of books to 
be read <»nly by a few e^oteric worshipjKTS ? The 
liteniture which should be unjmblislicd is that 
W'hich holds the secret t^f the m.igical pow'crs. The 
legends of Irel.ind are not «)f this kind. They 
have no special mcss'iije to the aristocrat more 
than to the man ot the people. The men who 
made the literature of Ireland were by no means 
nobly born, and it was the bards who placed the^ 
heroes, each in his rank, and crowned them for 
after ages, and gave them their fimous names. 
They have placed on the brow of others a crown 
which belonged to themselves, and all the heroic 
literature of the wr*rld was macu- by the sacrifice of 
the naniclc'Sb kings of men who 'nave given a. 
sceptre ti> t)thers they never wielded while living,' ' 
and who bestowed the powers of beauty and 
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on women who perhaps had never uplifted a 
heart in their day, and who now sway us from the 
grave with a grace only imagined in the dreaming 
'soul of the poet. Mr. O’Cirady h:us been the 
. bardic champion of the ancient Irish aristocracy. 
He has thrown on them tlie sunrise colours of his 
own brilliant spirit, and now would restr:iin others 
from the use of their names lest a new' kingship 
should be established ovim* them, and another law 
than that of his ow'n will, lest the poets of the 
democracy looking back on the heroi's of the past 
should overeome them with the ideas of a later day, 
and the Attiiotlic nature find a loftier spirit in 
thc^ who felt the unendural)le pride of the 
Fianna and rose a.:ain->t it. Well, it is only 
natural he should trv to protect ihe children of his 
thought, but they need no later word from him. 
If writers of a less noble mind than Ids deal 
TWth these things they will not rob his heroes of 
a single power to uplift or inspire. In Greece, 
after Aeschylus and his stupendous deities, came 
Sophocles, who restrained them with a calm wis- 
dom, and Euripides, who made them human, but 
still the mysterious Orphic ileities remain ami stir 
us;when reading the earlier page. Mr. OXirady 
would not have the Ked Uranch cycle cast in 
dramatic form or ui\eu to the people. 'I'hcy arc 
too great to be staged ; and he ijuotes, mistaking 
the gigantic for the heroic, a story of Cueulain 
reeling round Ireland on his fairy steed the Ja:.th 
MaCha. This may be phantasy or e\t-.ivagance, 
'■J^^'it is not heroism. Cueulain is often heroic. 
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but it is a quality of the soul and not of the body ; 
it is shown by his tears over Fcrdiad, in his gentle- 
ness to women. A more grandiose and heroic' 
figure than Cuciil.tin was seen on the Athenian 
stage ; and no one will say that the Titan Pro- 
metheu-^, chained on the rock in his age-long 
siiifeting for men, is not a nobler figure than 
Cuculaiii in .iny aspect in which he appears to us 
in fhc tales. Ditine traditions, the like of which 
were listened to with awe liy the Athenians, should 
not lie too lofty for our Christian people, whose 
morals Mr. O’tirady, here hardly candid, pro- 
fes-es to Iv anvions about. What i . great in 
literature is a ur. 1 tne^s sprinuing out of the 
human heart. Thi ugh we fall short today of 
the bodily stature <if the giants of the prime, the 
spirit still remains and lun express an equal great- 
ness. I can well understami hotv a man of our 
own day, by the enlargement of his spirit, and the 
passion and siiiterirv of his spieih, ecmld express 
the greatness »>f the past, 'i'he drama in its 
mistical beginning w.is the \ehiele through which 
diiine ideas, which are b.-jond the sphere even of 
heroie life and passion, were expressed ; and if 
the later Irish writers fail of such greatness, it is 
not for rhat r«’as«-n th.it the soul of Ireland irill 
depart. 1 can h.fdly beliei-’ Mr. O’CJrady tq be 
serious when he tc.irs that ni oiy forbkivlen sub- 
jects will be thetnes for dram itic art, that Maeye 
with her main hits! inds will walk ihc stage, and 
the Lists of an earlier age be rii’ieed tt) please the 
lusts of lo-dav. The danger of art is not in/its 
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subjects, but in the attitude of the artist’s mind. 
The nobler influences of art aribc, not because 
'•heroes are the theme, but because of noble treat- 
ment and the intuition wliich perceives the in- 
flexible working out of {^re.it moral laws. 'J'hc 
' abysses of human nature may well he sounded 
if the plummet he dro]'>peLl by a spirit frc'm the 
heights. The lust which leads on to death may 
be a terrible thine* to contemplate, hut in the event 
there is consoLition : and the eye of faith can sc'e 
even in the very exultation of lorriipti'Hi how (ind 
the Regenerator is woikin^ T lis will, leidinu man 
onward to his destine o| ine\iral*le he.iuty. Mr. 
O’Grady in his yomh iiad the epic ima^iinetion, 
and I think few pe iple re.ilife hov ji;reat and 
heroic that inspiratiioi was; but the net that is 
spre»ul for Ia\iath:ui will n>>l capture all the 
creatures of the deep, and neittier epic nor mmance 
will manifest full) tJie pow i»K the in^thteal an- 
cestors of the m< dern Ciael w now 'ceV in- 
carnation anew it the minds i f their children. 
Men hw often fori 1 1, in thi- a'^e of printc\i hooks, 
that literature is, after ail, one an inetTectual 
record of spee« h. 'I'he literary man h.is yone 
Into strange In ways through Ion contemplation 
of books, and he writes with i horition wlut 
could never be spoken, and he l(*ses that power tif 
the bards on whom tongue '' e h.id di -(.ended, 
who were masters ol'the m. ic o. utter wuv, whose 
thoughts were not meant lu Mleii^h i'siibed 
from the litcicss page. I- • there nei can be, 
^liile man lives in a hudv, a gre.iter mians of 
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expression for him than the voice of man affords, ■ 
and no instrument of music will ever rival in power, 
the flowing of the music of the spheres through' 
his lips, [n all its tones, from the chanting of 
the magi which compelled the elements, to those 
gentle voices which guide the dying into peace, 
there is a power which will never be stricken from* 
tympan or harp, fur in all speech there is life, and 
with the greatest speech the deep tones of another. 
Voice may mingle. Ii.is not the l.c^rd spoken, 
through 1 lis prophets ? And man, when he has- 
returned to himself, and to the knowledge of him*' 
self, may find a ureater power in his voice than 
those which he has painfully harnessed to perform 
his will, in steamship or railwiiy. It is through 
drama alone that the writer can summon, even if 
vicariously, so great a power to his aid ; and«it is 
possible wc yet may hear on the stage, not mer^y 
the mimicry of human speech, but the old for- 
gotten music which was heard in the ddns of 
kings, w'hich made the revellers grow silent and 
great wrarriors to bow low their f.ices in their 
hands. Dear O’Oady, if we do not succeed it is 
not for you to blame us, for our aims arc at least 
as high as your own. 
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As one of thtwe who hcliove that the literature of a 
country is for ever i-reatitiy a new soul among its 
people, I do not like to think that literature with 
us must follow .111 ine\<>r.ili]e l.i\\ of sequence, and 
gain a spiritu.il (.har.icter only after the bodily 
passions have ^rown \\< uy .uid exhausted them- 
selves. In the ess.ij c.illed Tfn' Autumn of the 
Bo 4 yy Mr. Yeats seen'. f> indic.ite such a scijuence. 
Y'et,*whcthcr the art of .inv of the wviters of the 
decadence doch really express spiritual things is 
open to doubt. T'hc mood in which their work 
is conceived, .1 disicmjiercil eniotitm, through 
which no new ioy •|Hivers, seems too often to tell 
rather of exhauMcd vitality than of the ecstasy of 
a new life. I lowever much, too, their art refines 
itself, choosing e\er r.ircr and more exquisite 
forms of expression, underneath it all an intuition 
seems to disclose only the old wolfish lust, hiding 
itself beneath the golden fleece of the spirit. It 
is not the spirit breaking through corruption, but 
the life of the senses longing to shine with the 
light which makes saintly t'lings beautiful : and 
it would put on the iewclle-i r.iimcnt of seraphim, 
llilt^ing still a heart of clay smitten through and 
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through with the unappeasable desire of the flesh : 
so Rossetti’s women, who have around them all 
the circum.st.uire of poetry and romantic beauty,, 
seem thmugh their sucked-in lips to express a 
thirst which could he allayed in no spiritual 
p.iradise. Art in the decadence in our time might 
he symhiilired ns a crimson figure undergoing a 
dark crucifivion : the .hosts ot'light arc overcoming 
it, and it i^ dyinu filled with anuuish and despair 
at a lieauty it cannot attain. All these strange 
emotions have a profound psychologii al interest. 

I do not think hec.iuse a spiritual fl.iw can he urged 
against a cen.iin ph i-'C <tf life that it should remain 
unexpressed. 'J he psyehie maladies which attack 
all ra».cs when their civilization grows old must 
needs he utiilerstood to he ile.ilt with : and they 
cuinot he umlerstood without heing rcvealgd in 
literature or art. Jlut in Ireland wo arc not yet 
sick with this .sickness. As psychology it con- 
cerns only tlie curious. Our intellcitual life is 
in suspense. ’1‘hc ii.irinnal spirit seems to be 
making a l.i‘>t effort to insert itself in literature 
and to overLoiue (.osinnpolitan influences and 
the art of writei-s wlu) express a purely personal 
feeling. It is true th.it mitionality may express 
itself in many wa;. ; it maj’ not he at all evident 
in the suhject m.iMcr, but m iv be very evidfsnt’ 
in the sentiment. l>ut .i liter iturc loosely held 
together hy some eniotion.d characteristics edm- 
mon to the writei , however great it may be, 
docs not fulfil the purpose of a literature "'or 
art created hv a number of men who haye' a 



NATIONALITY 


*5 


^common aim in building up an overwhelming 
ideal — who create, in a sense, a soul for their 
'Country, and who have a common pride in the 
•achievement of all. I'hc world has not seen this 
since the great anticiue civili/..ition.'> of l*'.(;ypt 
and Greece p.issed ,iu.iy. ANe (..iiinot imagine 
an Egjrptian artist daring enough to set .isivle 
the majc'^tic .utiinment of m.iiiy centurie'!. An 
Egyptian Inn as ho orew up must have been over- 
awed by the nation.il tradition, and have felt that 
it'was not to be set asivle : it was b(\ond his 
indmdual ri\alry. 'I Ik ■.i.ul of l*’gypt iiH-arnated 
in him, and, using its iniiiiemorial language and 
its mysterious lines, thv- efforts ol' the least \v« rk- 
man who decorated i tonib -cem to have been 
directed by the s.une h itid iliat earved the 's[diinx. 
This ^idherenee to a irKliti<»nai form N true of 
Greece, though to .1 le-'S extent. Some little 
Tanagra terra-eotta* ini'dir h-o i been fishioned by 
Phidias, and iji literature I'b. ».es anil Atjaniem- 
non were not 'he he.o-.-s of one epic, but appeared 
endlessly in i pie atul drama. .''iiKe the ( ireek 
civilization no bairojican nation has hail an in- 
tellectual literature \vhii.h was geniiinel) na>ioiul. 
In the present century', leaviiu. asiile a few things 
in outw.ird eiieumstanee, thi-re is little ti> dis- 
tingpish the work of the be-.t l-'nglish writers or 
artists from that of their Continental conteinpo- 
rarics. Millais, r,eighton, lb 'ssetii. Turner — how 
different from e.xeh other, an.i yet they might have 
painted the same pictures is horn I'Veiu hmen, 
a|izilit would not h.ive excited any great sui prise 
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as a marked divergence from French art. . The* 
cosmopolitan spirit, whether for good or for c^I>‘ 
is hastily obliterating all distinctions. What is 
distinctly national in these countries is lessr 
valuable than the inunense wealth of universal 
ideas ; and the writers wh(' use this wealth appeal' 
t«> no narrow circle : the foremost writers, the 
Tolstois and Ibsens, arc conscious of addressing a 
European audience. . . 

If nationalitv is to justify itself in the face of 
all this, it must be because the country which 
preserves its individuality does so with the pro- 
found coiniitujn that its peculiar ideal is nobler 
than that \vhii.h the losniopolitan s|»irir suggests — 
that this itleal is so o. eiious to it that its loss would 
be as the hvis of the soul, and that it could not 
be realized without an alool'ncNS from, if lyit an 
actual indiffcTcnce to, the ideals which are spread- 
ing so rapidly over jMirope. Is it possible for any 
nationality to make such a ilcfcnce of its isolation ? 
If not, let us read (iocthe, ll.i1/.ac, Tol^toi, men so 
much greater than any we can show, try to absorb 
their universal wisilom, and ni> longer confine 
ourselves to local traditions. Hut nationality was 
never so strong in Ireland .is at the present time. 
It is beginning to be felt, less as a political move* 
ment than us a sjMritual fone. It seems to be 
g.nhcring itself together, Joiiung men who were 
hostile betore, in a new inteilcctual fellowship 
and if all these couKl unite on fundamentals, it- 
would be possible in a generation to create^ a 
national ideal in Ireland, or rather to let that Sffl^ 
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.Incarnate fiill^ which began among the ancient 
'Peo{>le8, which has haunted the hearts and 
'wlus[$ered a dim revelation of itself through the 

of the bards and peasant f tory-tellers. 

I Every Irishman ft)rms some vague ideal of 
^lus country, born from his reading of historv, or 
•from contcmponir)' polities, or from an imaifina- 
live intuition ; and this Irelatul in the mind 
,it is, not the actual Ireland, which kindles his 
enthusiasm, h'or this he works and makes saeri- 
fices ; but because it has ne\cT had an\ philo- 
sophical deiiiiition or a ' Uj'remely hcMulifuI state- 
ment in literature whien gathercil .dl aspirations 
about it, the idc‘ai remaii's va^ue. This passion- 
*iite love cannot expl'iii itself; 5t cannot make 
another underst.uid its ilevothm. 'fo reveal 
Ireland in clear and heautiful li-^ht, to ere He the 
Ireland in the heart, is the pro\inee of a niti<>nal 
literature. Other arts wcaild a«hl to this ideal 
hereafter, and s-itial lil'e ami polities nui««t in the 
end be in harmony. We arc* yet lu f ire tuir dawn, 
in a period comparable to Kg)pt before the first 
■ of her solemn tenij'lci constrained its people to 
an equal mystery, or to ( ireeee before the first 
perfect statue had fixed .in ideal of beauty which 
mothers dreamed of to mould their yet unborn 
children. We can see, however, as the ideal of 
Ireland grows from mind to miiiJ, it tends to 
assume tlic character of a saeri-v.1 laiul. 'I'he D.irk 
IRosaleen of Mangan expresses an almo>t relitjious 
adpration, and to a later wnter it si-enis to be 
to the spiritual beauty than other lands : 
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*\nJ still the thoughts oflrdancl brood 

Up.iii her lifily qiiicuulc. 

'J'hc fatuity of ah^tracting from the land theif 
eves liehelil another rreland through which they.; 
w.uulered in tlre.iin, has alwaj's hcL-n a character* 
istie of the Celtic (M)ets. 'rhi> inner Ir^and 
which the vision.try eje saw was the Tirnandge, ' 
the Country of Immortal "^'intth, for they peopled 
it only with the young and hc.iutifui. It was the*" 
I,ai.d of the laving Heart, a tender name which 
showed chat it had heiome dearer than the heart 
of woman, and o\ertopped all other dreiuns as 
the last la-pe of the spirit, the Imsoni where it 
W'ould rest alter it had passed from the fading,^ 
shelter of the v.irkl. And sure a strange and- 
heaiitifiil land iIiIn Ireland is with a mystic beauty 
which closes the eyes of the body as in slc?p, and 
t»pens the e\es of the spirit as in dre.uns; and 
never a poet lias lain on our hillsiilcs but gentle, 
stately liyuns, with liearts shining like the sun, 
move throiisih hi-. dre.inis, o\er radiant grasses, 
in an enchanted world of their own: and it has 
bett>me alive tlfougli every h.iunrcd rsith and 
wood and mountain and lake, m) that we can 
hardly think ot it otherwise than as the shadow* 
of the thought ol ( iod. 'I'lie last Celtic poet who 
has appeared slv.w-, the spi.'iual quabnes of the 
first, whesi he writes of the grey ri\erj in thdr 
“ enr.tptured ” wanderings, .ind when he sees in 
the jewelled bow which archc- tin- heavens— . 
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This mystical view of nature, peailiar to but one 
English poet, Wordsworth, is a national charac- 
‘tenstic ; and much in the creation of the Ireland 
in the mind is already done, an«.l only necvis 
jjTeteliing by the new writers. N'hire important, 
i however, for the literature we .ire ima^ininy as an 
offset to the co<.mopii]ii m ideal would be the 
'Creation of her«jic fiyurc'', tjpes, whether leyend- 
^ary or taken from historv, ami enlaryed to epic 
'*proportions by our writers, who would use them 
in common, a« Cuculain. Kionn, ()s".i.iM, and Oscar 
were used In the uemi ilions of poets who h.ive 
left us the bardit histt tf Irel.ind, wherein one 
would write of the battle "V >* a Men ami 
* another of a mo.nient wlieti lii-e would turn to 
gentleness, ami anothei of his li»\e tor s-ime beauty 
of hi^ time, and \et not her te'l how the riv.ilry 
of a spiritual beauty i.ide him tire oi love ; and 
so from iteration ami persi'O- t dvvellitjy mi a few 
heroes, their ’itn.iyiiialive im.i^es roiiml echoe-s 
in life, .iml other hero arose, (ontinuiny their 
tradition of chivilrj. 

That sueh typts are of the highest impi>rt nice, 
.and have the pi->st eniiftbliny infliienee on a 
country, cannot be denied. I> w.is rhis idea led 
Whitman to exploit himself .is the tvpic.il .\meri- 
can.. He felt that what he termed a “ -.toek 
personality” was neeilcvl to elevate .tml h.irnii>tii/.e 
the incotiyriKiiis huin.in ele-nents in the .'si iies. 
English literature has alwavs birn more sym- 
paclictic with aetu. 1 l beinus ii-..in with ide.il tvpes, 
rannot help us much. .1 m.ui who loves 
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Dickens, for example, may grow to haive a great . 
tolerance for the grotesque characters which 
the iiutcome of the Micial order in England, but; 
he will not he .issistcd in the conception of a' 
higher humanity : and this is true of very many 
Kniilish writers wJio lack a fundamental philo^ 
Sophy, and .ire content to take man as he seems.to^. 
he for the moment, rather than as the pilgrim' of 
eternit) — .is one who is flesh to-ilay hut who may,' 
hereafter grow divine, and w'ho may shine at last'' 
like the stars of the morning, triumphant among 
the sons of Ciod. 

Mr. St.UKlish O'Cirady, in his not.ihle epic <^f, 
Ciiculain, was in <iiir time the first to treat riic 
Celtic tr.uiition \vi rthily. He h.is contributed' 
one hero who awaits equal comrades, if indeed the 
tales of the Ued Knimh t.ln not .ihsnrh the thoughts 
of many imaginative writers, and Ciuulain remain 
the typical hero cjf the ( i'.iel, hecoming to every, 
bc»y who reads the story .i revekition of what Jiis' 
own spirit is. 

I know John Kgliiiton, one of our most 
thoughtt'ul w'riters, our first cosmopolitan, thinks 
th.it “ thesv' aiieiunt Icgetivls refuse to he taken 
out of their old environment.” But I believe 
that the t.iles wliich have been preserved for a 
hundied geneniri'ins in the heart of the p^ple* 
must h.t\c had tluir power, l-ecause they had iii 
them a cure of eternal truth. Truth is nut a thing; 
of to d.iy or to-m 'rrow. Be.iuty, heroism, ai^a * 
spiritu.ility do not change like fashion, being,tl^ 
reflection of an unchanging spirit. The 
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’£|c£s .which looks at us through so many shifting 
^shadows has never altered the form of its perfec- 
rl^n since the face of man, made after its image, 
>^iat looked back on its original : 

' Fur t]lc^c R I \iith .(11 thiir inuuKiiiil pr<iK, 

H Trrji dw i\ iii chk liij^lt fiiiura' pIl.iiiu 

\rj(l L'wi.l’* i Illicit. i| JiLi). 

'I^ese dreams, antiquities, traditions, once actual, 
.living, and historical, have jvisscd from the ^\orld 

sense into the world of inenjory and thought ; 
and time, it seems to tiie, has n<»t t.tkcn away fnun 
their power, nor mai*c ;hcm nic»re remote from 
sympathy, but ha-, r ither puritied them by re- 
moving them from earth to heaven ; from things 
which the e\e can '•.•e atid the ear can hear they 
have become wltal t'i< heart pondeis over, and are 
po much nearer, more faniili.ir, more suit.iblo tor 
literary use than the d.iy they were begotten. 
'They have now the character -'f symbol, and, as 
symbol, are more potent than history. They 
.have crept tlirougli \c‘il alter veil of the manitbld 
nature of man ; and now each dream, heroism, 
or beauty has Kiid itself nigh the divine power it 
represents, the suggestion of which made it first 
beloved : and they are rea,!;, for the use of the 
spirit, a speech of which c’vvt v word h.is a sinnifi- 
pawo. bev'ond itself, and Deirdre is, like lieleti, a 
kymbol of eternal beauiy, aiul Cuculain represents 
as' much as IVomethcus <he heroic spirit, the 
redeemer in m.in. 

'In so far as these ancient traditiems live in 
*jj)$ memor}’ of man, they are contemporary to us 
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as much as clcctrica] science : for the imagn 
which time brings now to our senses, before they 
can be used in literature, have to enter into exactly 
the same worlt.! of luiinan i m a ui nation us the Celtic 
traditions live in. And their htncss for literary 
use is not there ilelerniined by their freshness- 
but by their power iif siigycstion. Moderir 
literature, where it is reall\ literature and npt 
book-making, grows more Mibjeeti\e year after 
year, and the mind h.is a wider ran..i' over time 
than the j’hjsical nature has. .\Ianv things live 
in it — em]'ires which Ikim luwer eriinibied, beauty 
which h.is iie»*.r p« rished, lo\e who.e tires have 
never waned; and, "n this iorntidable competition 
for \ise ii. the arti'i'. mind, to-day stands only its 
chance with a thousand cl.i\s. To cpiestion the 
histoiic.d aeciiracc of the use of sucli mcraori^ 
is not a m.ittcr which can be rightlj r.iised. The 
cjucstion is — do the\ e\prc*ss Ic'ft} things to the 
soul? If they do they have just ific-d themselves. 

1 have wriiUMi at ‘ome length on the two 
paths which lie lu’fore u for we have arrived at 
a parting of ways. One path IcMiis, and has 
alrcMcly led iiuny irishmen, to obliterate all’ 
nationality from their work. '1 he other path 
wntiils upward ti a mountain-top of our own, 
w'hic'h may be in he future the .\lecca ro wluch 
many worshippet will turn. To rc-mnm where'' 
we arc as a people, indifferent lo literature, to art,: 
to ideas, wMsti-tg the precious gift of public spirit' 
we possess so abund.intly in the soidid politic^' 
rivalries, without practical <>r ideal ends, 





justify those who have chosen the other path, and 
[followed another star than mirs. I do not wi‘«h 
any one to infer from this a eontenji^t for those 
who, for the last hiituircd yetrs, have [>iiided public 
opinion in Ireland. If they faileil in one respect, 
it was out of a pa^‘^ionate sympathy f«ir \vroiJt*s 
lof which many are Jtieiiiories, thanks (u them, 
and to them is due the ireation of a force whith 


may be tiirtuvl in ulher ditei-tions, not \\ithiait a 
ihcmory of those pale sleepers ii> whom we may 
turn in thoii«jht, plaLin^' — 
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Will \ r w”.is ticked to writf “ iinything ” about 
'^’e.Us, our Irish poet, luy thoughts were like 
r.inililiiig Houks that have no shepherd, and 
witlioiii guidance lu) rambling thoughts hav6 
run anywhere. 

I coni'ess I have feared to enter or linger too 
long in the nutny-cohured land of Druid twilights 
aiik.! tunes. A inMiirt not our own, more perfect 
than we can ourselves comeive, is a danger ^ tlw 
imagination. 1 am too often timpted to wander 
with I’shteii in 'I'irnajioge and t«> forget my 
ow'n heart and its more rarely accc'vded vision of 
truth. 1 know 1 like my own heart be»t, but I. 
never look into the wor'd of my friend without 
feeling tliat iu\ region lits in the temperate zone 
and is near the Aixtii circle ; the flowers groW; 
more rarely .ind are paler, and the struggle fot' 
cxistenie is keenei. Soutliward and in the warm 
west are the 1 lapny Isles a-nong the bhadoyry 
W aters. 'I'he ])e.uly phantoms are danemg there ■ 
with blown hair amid eloud-frai! daffodils. Th^. 
have known nothing but beaut}', or at the most 
beautiful unhappiness. Fver} thing there move^* 
in procession or according t(j ritual, and the agos^. 



.’A’ POET 6P SHADOW ^ " i/ 

'.of grief, if it is felt, must be concealei.1. There 
;.are no blurred with tears there ; some 

^^ditional gesture signit'ying sorrow is all that is 
'.^flowed. 1 have lot'keil with longing e\e^ into 
■dbU world. It is Ildativach, the M an j -Coloured 
,J^d, but not the J/and of the laving Heart. 
That island where the nuiltitudinoiis beatings of 
l^any hesirts luxainc one is yet unvi'iiteJ ; but 
'the isle of our poet is the most be.iuril'ul ot all the 
‘lala the mystie vovagers have fouiul during rhe 
thousands of jears literature has recorded in 
Ireland. \\ hat woin'ei that many wish to follow 
him, and alreadv othi-r vci.e-' are singing amid its 
brilighis. 

• They will make .mJ unmake. I hey will 
discover new wondeis; and Will perhap*- nuke 
comn^iiplave some ueamv whuh but for ivpeti- 
lion would have semicd rare. I would th.it no 
one but the first di-fverer sheuKl enter Ildathach, 
or at least repi»rr ot il. No v.iva^c to the new 
world, however meriorable, will hold us like the 
vt^gc of Columbus. I s i>h sometimes thinking 
On the light dominion dte.uns h i\e over the heart. 
We cannot hold a dre.im for lonu, .ind that eailv 
joy of the poet in his new-found wor d h.is p.issed. 
It has seemed to hiin too luKuri.-nt. 1 le sieks >or 
something more, .iiul h.is tried to make it', tropical 
ISuigle orthodox ; and the gliminering w.itvrs and 
win^ arc no longer lieautifiil natural presences, 
but have become symbolii voices aiu! pre-icli 
jdbscurcly some doctrine of t:ieir power to ipiench 
^ light in the soul ur to fan it to a brighter Hiune. 
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I like their old voiceless motion and their natural 
wanderint; best, atul woxild rather roam in the 
bee-loud j[»liide than under the boughs of bei^ 
.'Hil chrjsolu-rjl, where I am put school to 
learn the signitic.iiue of every jewel. I like that 
n.itiinil infinity which a j'rodigal beauty suggests' 
more th.ui (h.it revealed in esoteric hieroglyphs^ 
even though the writing be in pr. tious stones. 
Sometime-. I wonder whether th.it ins.itublu desire 
t)f tl e mind tor something more th.in it has yet 
attained, whiih blows the pertiime SVom every' 
flower, .ind plutks the flt)wer from even tree, and 
hews down eveiv tree in the valley until it goes 
ibrth gnawing ilsei.' in a last lumger, does not 
threaten ill the ih uily turrets <»f the j'oet’s soul. 
Hut wh.Uever ena or transformation it unveiling 
may happen, that whieh creates beauty mii'^ have 
be.iuly in its essfnee, and the .oul must c.ist ofF 
many vestures bet'ore it eomi. to itselt. \Vc, all 
of us, poets, .irtists, .<.id musicians, who work in 
shadows, must sr)iiieti>. e begin to w'ork in sub-- 
stance, and win slimilii we grieve if one labour 
ends and another begins r I am intc'restcd more 
in life th.ui in me sh.iclows of iile, and .is Ildathach 
grows f.iinter I aw.iit eagc-rly the revelation of 
the re.il nature of oiw who has Iniilt so many 
man dons in the hc.ivens. poet has eonc^cd^ 

himselt uinler tlie embroic!>- ed elo<'hs and hai' 
niovc'd in secrclness, and on!_\ rare times, as 
when he s.i) “ A pit) lievond all tc*lling is -hid 
in the heart of love,” do we find a love which, is 
not the love of the .Sidhe ; and more rarely ^0/ 
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• recognizable human figures, like the Old 
'Een»oner or Moll meet us. All the rest 

'agre feom another world and are survivals of the 
proud and goUlen races who move with the old 
Stateliness and an added sorrow tor the dark age 
•which breaks in uj'on tlieii loveliness. 'I he} ilo 
,not Wiir upon the luw age, Init l>iiild up about 
themselves in iinagination the aneient beaut}, ami 
love with a lo\e .i little mloured by the passion ol 
the darkness iVoni whiili they lOuKl not esiape. 
They are the sole inheritors of tnan\ traditions, 
and have no» ci»ite to i le end oftl'e vta}s, .iml so 
are unhaj'pv. We knoH wh} the} are iinh.i[)j>}, 
but not the e.uise of .i ‘trange me riim.nl wl.i(.h 
sometimes they tie!, ui.les'. it be that beauty 
within itself lias a jo\ m its rhytl’mii Iviny. 
They are ebangiiig, n o, as the winds .ind \^ateis 
have chnntied. They .ire not hki I 'slueii, siekers 
and romantie waiuluers, 1’. i Ii.im eath I'ouiul 
some iiUM'.l in them-ebes wlieie ail ijiiest ceases ; 
they utter on.iles, .uid e\en in tiit svv.j}!!!;* of a 
hand or the ilroppim, «il' hair tliere is leis su'a'ies- 
tion uf iiidi\idiial ai.tion than of a di\init} living 
within them, shaping in elaborao' biMiirv in dre.ini 
fQr his own delight, ami for no other end ih.in the 
delight in his lircam. Other poets have written 
pf IVisvlo.n overshavlovving man aiul ‘.peaking 
through his lips, or a W ill working wiiinn the 
fiu^an will, but I tliink in mis poitr} we liiid tor 
the first time the revelatior of the t'piiit as (lie 
Weaver of beauty. J-lence tt lomc^ fh.it little 
hl^berto unnoticed motions are avlurcil : 




You need but lift a pearl-pale hand, 

And hind up ymir long liair and sigh ; 
And .ill mcn'i hearts must burn and beat. 


■i • • • ' * 

This woman is less tlic beloved than the priest^j; 
of beauty who reveals the ciivinity, not as tnc-j 
inspireil prophetesses filled with the Holy 
liid in the ancient mysteries, but in casual gesture^'' 
and in a waving of her white arms, in the stillness* 
of her eyes, in her hair which trembles like a faery' 
flood of unloosed shadowy light over pale breasts,^ 
and in many glimmering motions so bcaudfid 
that it is at once seen whose footfall it is we hear^ • 
and that the place where she stands is holy ground.* 
This, it seems to me, is what is essential in this , 
iwctr}', what is ]>i tiiliar and individual in it — ^the 
revelation of great mysteries in unnoticed things 
and as not a sparrow may fall unconsidoed by,, 
1 lim, so even in the swaying of a human hand Idis * 
sceptre m:i} have dominion over the heart and His 
paradise bo entered in the lifting of an eyelid. 
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I grow olJcr I niort* songle-^fc., I am now 
exiled irrcvocal^lj iViim the Onintry of the Young, 
but I hope 1 can li.stcn wirhout jc.ilousy and even 
with delight to tho’=ie "uho still make miisiL in the 
enchanted land. I often sean hed in the “ Poet's 
Corner" of the countr\ paptrs vith *i wild "sur- 
mise (hat there, reports of Hoards of 

Guardians and Kiiral c ouncils, srmic poetic yr)ung 
kinsnvtn may he taking ciiin>''el with the stars, 
watchinu nH»rc ly the Plonoh in the furrows 
of the heavens th.in the cciiiity instriictcir at his 
task of m.ikir.g farmers dn\e the plough stiaight 
in. the fiekh. 1 fuind many viMr. ago in a 
country pajier a KhmI poet making a genuine 
music. 1 reniendier a line : 

, Ana liiJJcn ii\c.r. niunniiniiy iii ilu i.'ir'k. 

I went on in the strength <'f this poem through 
the desert of rountry journalisni for many )'ears, 
hoping to find more hiilden rivers of song mur- 
muring in the daikness. It wa^ a patient life of 
unKquited toil, atul 1 have leturneJ to kiviliz.it^m 
tpi'search publisliers’ lists for more easily pro- 
cucable pleasure. A few years ago 1 mined out 
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of the still darker region of manuscripts' soln^ 
poetic crystals which 1 thought were valuable, suid 
edited A'rzv Soh^s. Nearly all my young sing^^ 
have since then taken flight on their own account' 
Some have voliiints in the booksellers and soflid 
in the h.inds of the ]irinters, JJut there is one shy 
sinifer of the grou)> of writers in AV:c» Souj^s who* 
might easily get (iverlooked because his verse'; 
takes little or no thought f'f the past or present or 
future of his country: yet the slim bi.ok in which 
is collected Seiimas O’Sullivan’s vetses reveals a‘ 
true poet, -and if he is too .shy to elaitn his country 
in Jiis \cTses there is no re.ison w’Jtj his country 
should not cl.iiin him, for he is in his w.iy as Irish 
as an} < four siinji . .. 1 le is, as Mr. W . li. Yeats 

was in his earlier da\s, the literarv successor of 
those old (I'.iehe poets who we'T t.istidious in their 
verse, whti loves! little in tliis world but some 
chance light in it which reminded them of fairy- 
land, or wfio, if they wire in love, l«»veil their 
mistress less tor her own s.ike than bec.iuse some 
turn of her head, or “ .i i‘(iain-p.ile bre.ist,” carried 
their impituous imagin.'iions past her beauty into 
nieinories of 1 lelen of ‘I'ro\, Deirdiv, or some 
other sjnibol of that remote and perfect beauty*,' 
which, however man desire-', he shall embrace 
only .It the eiul of time. I think the wives or 
nustressc, of these old poel>' r'ust havi been very' 
iiiih.i|)p\, fiir women wish to be loveii for whatL. 
tlie\ know about themselves, atid lo.- the tender*i 
nes> w'hieh is in their hearts, .md not because som^'- 
coloured twilight invests them with a shadowy 
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'beauty not their own, and which they know they 
ciui never c.irry into the Hi>lit of day. 'rhese 
^^Mts of the transient look ami the e\'aneseont 
light do not help'iis to li\’c our dailj liJe, hut they 
do somethin'' wlu\h is ,is J^ete‘»^a^y. 'I hey 
educate and reline the spirit so that it shall not 
.'come altogether without any understan'liny of 
'delicate loveline*". int'i the Kingdom of llea\eii, 
or gaze on 'Iiriiait( i>e witli the irude blank mis- 
understanding of Cockney tourists stirini> up at 
the stupendous dreams picfuml on the roof of 
the Sistine C’h.tpel. 'I lieie tastidious -.corners of 
ever) d.i\ aiul its ii.'eivsts .ire alw.us looking 
throuL'h nature for “ ihe hern-, before thej were 
in the field anil ever- l!«iwer bel'irc it uivw,” and 
through women finl : 1,\( who was i.i the iin.i^i- 
nation ot the 1 ji"d . « i Te '-he was cmbodiisl, aiul 
wcall need this refini.ie vi~ion moie than we kiuiw. 
It maybe .iskid ot u- hereaftei when we weiiild 
mount ii;i into tiu toueri oi M.ion, “ Mow lan 
you desire the beaeii ton hi\e iioi •■een, wh«» lute 
not .souj'ltt oi- luted Its sh.ulow'in the world.'" .uid 
the ( raft*' of I VI in nut in -t sivin'a open at our knock. 
This will neter be s.iid to Seuni.is ( Vbiilluaii, 
who is altvats w.iilijuj on the tr.insient look and rhe 
evanescent Huht to build u]» out of their riiuem- 
bered bc.uitt tlu Kinodinu of his Iliavtn: 

kii I I * . til','.' , 

\\ !■•»! ' A !■, " 1.' • .l.'i! i 'illl!' 

IlIHl'i 1..*', f 'll 

Earth has jm ste.ult bt.iiitj as thi c.ibn-eyeil 
immortals have, but their im.ii^e ;;limnuT> un the 




waves of time, and out of what instantly vanishes, 
we can build up something within us which 
yet grow into a calm-eyed immortality of IovcIh 
ness, we becoming gradually what we dream of,; 
I have heard people complain of the firailty w 
these verses, of .Seumas O’Sullivan. They wanjti 
w"ar songs, plough songs, to nerve the soul to 
hght or the hand to do its work. I will never- 
make that lomjil.iint. I will only coniplain if the 
strife <'r the work ever blunt my senses so that I' 
will pass by with an impatient disdain these* 
delicate snatthings at a beauty whieh is ever 
fleeting. Hut 1 would ask him to remember that 
life never allures us twice with exactly the same 
enchantn’ent. Nevi r again will that tress drift 
like a woven wind made visible out t)f Paradise ; 
never ag.ii II w'ill tint lifted hand, foam pale,, seem 
like the springing up of beaut v' in the world ; 
never a st-coiul lime will that white brow remind 
him of the wonder) nl white towers of the city of 
the gods. 'J’o seek a second inspiration is to 
receive only a sccond-iate inspiration, and our 
poor is a little too fond of lingering in his verse 
round a few things, n f.ice, the swaying poplars, 
or sighing reeds which had once piped an alluring' 
music in his cats, and whi'.h Ju* longs to hear 
again. I le live-s not in too (Vail a world, but in- 
too narrow' a world, and he sh uld .'i.ivcncure out' 
into new worlds in the old qiicit. fie has 
become a maste*- of Iclicate and imisital rhythms.- 
I remember reading .Svumas O’Sullivan’s first, 
manuscripts with mingled pleasure and horcotiil 
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%}r''lus lines often ran anyhow, and scansion 
l^eemed to him an unknown art, hut I feel himihly 
now that he can ctet a subtle (Quality into his 
'music which L cmild not hope to ai.i]uire. I 
would like him l«> catch ■some new .in«.l rare birds 
with that subtle net of hi*', .mil to bcniii to invent 
more beauty of his own and to seek for it Ic‘«s. I 
believe he has ijot it in him to i.lo well, to do better 
than he has lione if he will now rr\ to use bis 
invention nK)re. The poems with .i slij^it narra- 
tive in them, like “ ’I he Portent ” or the “ Saint 
Anthony,” seem to me r’n- tiuwr peifeir, anil it is 
in thi« direttiisi, T tliii k. he will -.iiLeecd best, 
lie wants a storv to keep hiin from bcatbiti 
•musical aiul iiietfeitivi’ wi'ms in the \oid. f b.ivc 
not said half wli.it I w..i,r to sav about Jseunias 
O’Sullivan’s versi.-, l-at I kn-iw i.ic woiKI will not 
listen iJiiiji to the miisin'is of one vene-writfr on 
another. I onlv hope this l'••^e in.u semi M»nie 
readers to their I', loks -Her foi S.’mnas O'Sullivan’s 
poems, and tint it ii av help them to stuily with 
more understaudiiit; a mind th-u 1 love. 


I 90 IJ. 
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I'nu :i •iciicriiriDii thi* Iri-'b I'anl*! h.ivc nultMVoiircd 
to live in a palace of art, in chambers hunj* with 
ilie embrotjered cloths and in.ide »!iin with pale 
lijihis and Druid twihtilus, and the l”.c^odiL^ they 
mo,t ’•oimhr lor wire half simndie s 'I'hc art 
of an lariiir .ii’C beyan softly, to i*id its soims 
with a rhi'tonial I-iire of sound, 'fhe melodies 
of rhe nc*v sihuol licyan < lose to the car and died 
awav in ilistames of ilv soul, [•.ven as the 
prophet (>f old was warned to take off his shoes 
iHTausC the pLue he stood on was holy eroim.i, so 
ir seemed tor a whilt in Inland .is if no poet loutj 
be aeci ptcil unless lie lelt outsiile tlv »leiuesms of 
poi try fh.it ven ii..etii. ■niinil, the b’Kh and liist 
ull coneem alynii its h.i'Mts. lie loiiKi not enter 
enle-s he moved with the liylir .ind ilie.miy tbot- 
fall of spiiii. Mr. ^'eats was the cJiief of this 
eileetii sehool, and his poetry at its besit is rhe 
most bciiitifiil I'l Irish litera'-ii.v . !iur tbvc 
erowdeil after liin a whole ho de ofte* .'-writers, 
who sei/i\) the miist ohvious .iinh'il: hi used and 
st.mdardi/ed them, anil in iheii wrini.-^s onc^ 
wandered al>« ut, j'aspin:' for I'n'sh air anei sun- 
lighi, fur (he Celtic soul seinicd hound fur ever 



POETRY OF JAMES STEPHFNS 35 

by the pale lights of fairyland on the north and 
by the darkness of forbidden passion on the soulli, 
and on the east by the shadmviiuss of all tbinus 
human, and on the west by everjthinp, that was 
infinite, withou* form, aiul \oid. 

It was a preat ivln-f to me, perM'iiallv, who had 
.lived in the pilaet ot Irish art ibr a time, md h.id 
even contributed 1 bull- to its ilin-iu-s, to hear 
outside the wall-, .t ni' tears aoi- a sjordt Voiie 
hlasphcmint> auainsi all the fonmiia’, an-l \ii-latiii'* 


the tciUKiUs atn 


h it"» “ in 'Ml It c riMii'-.'’ 

'I'luTea'i poet-. 

\\ 'i«i 1 

t ^^i:h ii ih Jhrir 

beino, :i’i.l who 

I'll-' r ur* 

!»fi f U‘li h'-U '»rJiiL*, 

and thev brint; thtir p> ■ 

•.M!' .!, ih. i\i:h 

.them w heri'tvr 

thet 

: aJf 1 (‘1 .1' I’.iniOtl •»!' 

»i. Thev are 'n • .n » . 

• rhi .jiinf, l*nt 

h.'ivc a^kinil fsf 

in^-r. . 

' ’ 1 ' 1 liiipinn 

powers ciu'jlu I 

(. dir' 

1 fai'ilu 

With the Ik - si 

1 f. 1*^ 1 1 

1 111 » «I II r ''•mL*'- 

•^IHMrc .nul \\ Ini 

.in, • !■ 

IJ'I '■ (Ml ill' 

a.iil scull, tnr \\i 

' ic i*! 

\\ h.j 1 ‘ piuk’iiL*. 


With Keat-s, '“•••llet, .''Wi’.Im: ne, .iiv.1 'Uir own 
\cais, oiu- fell, lliai I'nt ii ivi. all ■.ou-'ln shi-Iter 
^•■onl disamee.i >Ie u*ii.>l:li( in ihi w.>ri.' i.l 
buauination. Jaires Mijihi ii^, e he (.banted h; . 
//* .v/'mv.'vv.f, sail ^ with liis ttlmle btin';. l-et 
no one siy I am m' ipniii'- ium with, ''hake- 
speire. ()ne nut ..it :!ie lif.ukliiid Ji e. wmys 
as well as the eaylc, wirhinii in istin' th tr the i-ird 
In the hedgerows is peer ct' »ei wi iitej lo nine 
beyond the misnnt.tiii-tops. b.il In it ri-hesbing 
it w«s to find soniebodv who was a poet witlt.iuc 
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a formula, who did not ransack dictionaries for 
dead words, as Ko»setti did to j^et liviiit* speechy. 
whose natiind passions declared themselves with-' 
out the least i-.!e.i that the} t)iiL;ht to he ashamed 
of themselves-, or be thrite relined in the crucible 
by the caret iil alchemist before they eould appear 
ill the dravvinji-rooin. Nature has an art of its- 
o\Mi, and the natural emnrions< in their natur.al and 
passionate expression lia\e that kind of pictur- 
eMpiu lieaiity whi>.h Mareus Aureliiis, tired, per- 
haps, of t he ^evere orthodoxies nf( ,’reek and Roman 
art, nferied to when lu spoke of thi foam on the 
jaws Ilf the •..•ild boar and the mane of the lion. 

'flu re wert i-idrnies of smh an art in /«■- 
surmi: vs, the fir--i bonk of |ame> Stephens. Irf, 
the poem tailed ‘ Im.-siIs,” the uirl wh" flies and 
the I>oy who hunts her are followed in fliyht and 
pu'suit with .1 swift eneruv b\ the poet, and the 
lines |unt and i:asp, an,l the iiuures flire up and 
dow’n the panes. i he tneri*: treated i new foim 
in xei'se, imt an orthi v'nx beauti, which the classic 
artists wi>uld hate adrii-teil, but suih ]Mttiirc.sc{ue 
beaut} as Mauus Aiir -litis found in the fciani on 
the jaws of the wild boar. 

I always warn to fliii* tlv- fundamenlal emotion 
out of whit h a ooet writes. It is eas\ to do this' 
with some, with w'riteis. lifi* .‘-ilu-Miv and Words-’ 
worth, for the} 'liked iniii '• of absi. ct things, 
and a man i.eter reteals liiir'clf ^ii fii-lv as when 
ht ths-s this, wiv'i lie (rii- m> mieri r^t nature* 
when he has to All darkness with h ;:it, and chaos 
with meaning. A man m.it speak about his own 
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heart and may deceive himself and others, but ask 
■ him to fill empty spate with sitrnificaiice, and what 
he projects on that screen will be himseltj ami you 
can know him e\en as hereafter he will be known. 
When a p(/et puts hi, ear to a shell, I know if he 
listens lonu ctiiiiit.-h he will liear his own dc.stiny. 
'1 knew after reading “ 'I'hc Shell ” that in James 
Stephens we weri i;(jinj» to ha\'c no sintrer of the 
abstract. There was no haman quility or ^tir in 
the blind elemental imirnuir, and the poet drops 
it urith a sif^h fif relief ; 

^ IL It • * 'U I ( 

Tf. li' .(i .1 i.in [;ii 'I , I 1., lixiMi rlit. 

, From rhe rr.id'tion -n tiie uorKl too he breaKS 
•away, from the i;rea‘ n'lirjiniriiiLC s-hcll whih 
I'ivcs baik i(' IIS I'lii I. II 1 and (iniNtioninus and 
protest# soothed into suit, easelul lliinus and 
smooth oitln*dov fipiplueinies, tor it was shaped 
by humaiiiti to \\hi‘|i.'r it what it wished 

to hear, h'-inn all suit, e.isiful ’.»eluis an.l silken 
complaicneies the la-.! Iriih puet hr*, .ks awa\ in a 
book of iiisuriv tioie . IK is doiibifiil even of 
love, the yre.itesr urthoiio'cy of any, which su lew- 
have questioned, wniih h.is preceded all reIi:.>ior.s 
and will survive 1 hen all. Whe 1’ lie wriii-s i>| love 
in “The ked-haired Man’s Wife” and “ I'he 
Rcbo’ ” lie i-> nui • lire that th.it old intovii .iiii-n of 
self^urrcnder is not a wioiii: to the snul ami .1 
disloyalty to the Jiiohcst in 11 I lis " l)ii,eir 
revolts fmm the applauding erowd. 'I he wind 
cries out against the inference that the luaiity «•!' 
nature points inevitably to an ei]ual beauty of 
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spirit \i4tliin. His cncmirs revolt against thm^ 
hate ; his old man against his own grumblin^^ 
and the poer hinisdf rehcK against his own revolt' 
in that quaint scrap of \er&e he prefixes to thfT 
volume : 


Wl.ai' 

Or i»\ .ib'i t. r 

'I'lic wiirl 1 will run 

An II ri 1 I In ^ul 1 

As II ll.ls ililllt. 

Slip (' riiiK ! Lf^on 

U iun I iinis J.nlStil Cu Jculc : 

Anil w li.it 's the u-i. 

Or Illy .ilni .1 * ' 

t' 

Hi dois not revolt agiiinst the abstract like*- 
so nv.iny bixause he is incapable of thinking.^ 
Indeed, he is one of the few Irish poets ive have 
who is always thinking as he goes along. 1 le does 
not rebel against hive beeaiise he is not himself 
sweet at heart, tor the best thing in the book is 
its unfeigned luinianitv. So we have a personal, 
puzzle to solve wirh tins perplexing w'litcr which 
makes us all the inon- eager to hear him again. 
A man might be ditliLulr to understand and; 
the problem of his jiersoiiality might not be 
worth siilutio'i, but it is not so with James 
Stephens. Fi -m a mail who can writCiWth- 
suth power a-^ he shows in these iwo stanzas 
taken from ‘‘The Street behind fours’” we 
nia) e\|H*it hig'.i things. It i- a vision seen 
with distended imagination as it by some chil^^ 
strayed from light: 
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Ami tlioiif'h 'tL Miciit, though no <>oiini] 

Ciauh Irom tnc if.iikn<.<% rhiLkU *preaJ, 

Yci djrIciK ' I II mgs 
(rnm nu' i ^ thing- 

riMt .1- III' \ WCIL iIl.iJ, 

aiui I'l.i .iiid iia! .iiniinJ 
\\ nil '«U' ilihy -li nt ii ..ui. 

Vi I kin luit u.<lL ; lii.ii t n w 

iMkIii ..I 1 . 11 . dl I- \i|l| I'a* !•}, 

iVfi'ili: ii*iK !i I ; AW 

With I ii*rin’i - • i.iv. 

dr 1 .1 > ii>>in .1 '••I '.ill 11 IK, 

iVl.glii v\hi ih \ 

Oruiiii. ilivr li.iii. .! k' i.r«. 

TIktc* i' nnthijii; uri'i! .inJ powerful 

than that in T/.r C/t^ / DrciUfn/ It has 

all the vapnroii'. In mi-" of a Don' t;n)ti"«qne, 
and vi^ll bcir cx.iminulion hett'-r. Hut uiir poet 
does not a!< a rule wiite with such unrelieved 
gloom. 1 le kisp< .1 ^r«'ic'l cheei fulness, aiul even 
when he facc-^ lerriMe thiiij;' '-ve fiel enioui.ii.'evl 
to lake his h.iovl aiui with him, f.-r he i*. m.istir 
of his ot^n aiui ton (.aniint uit a uhimpit nut 
of him. 1 le likes the storm of thin^ys, and is out 
for it. He lias a perfect craft in nxorilinj^ wild 
natural emotitms. 'I'be veivc in this hrst hook 
has oLcasional faults, hut as a rule the lines move, 
driven hj that inner eneryv of emotion \ihic h will 
sometimes work more metrical wonders than the 
most conscious art. J'he wonls hi'>s at vou sunie- 
times, .IS in “ 'I'he D.inccr, ' anil ag.iin will 10 -It 
away with the vlelicacy of i.-Iry hells :i-> in “ The 
•Watcher,” or will run like deep river w.iter, as in 
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“ 'I'he \\ hibiKTcr,” which in some moods I think - 
is the best poem in the IkioIc until 1 rcud “ Fossih 
or “ \S hat 'i'oma> an Jiuile said in a Pub." Thqr 
are t<vi lonj* to j'nnt, but 1 must j,ive mj'self the 
pleasure <it quoting the be.iuTii'ul “ .‘slan Leat," 
W’itli which he londudcs the b(H>k, b'diling us, 
not faiewell, but tu :icLuinp.iny him i>n turther 
adventure : 

\llt' kIl ir lli.irt, ill*, lllylll 2. tlti -Pi III, 

rtii LiPipi .IK Hill }it rs.uK, ii'il ilu i •j'li 

()| till. .1 I M.ni'.M L\i.!i>i>j' /.'ill III- ■:<!. 

'i'll u.ii'l iHiilt' 111 :iiL i'll it lili .il! li. .iriin. 

^fllllKI^ It .Il .1 Il.\ .1>|I! ^ilLlli^ I'"’ 
li.l* 111* i* k \ Mi ••Ki'itllli I I iip H>'| I., 

.\: <’ H'l 112 M III* . ir iiiiJ I : 111 i 

S' I ■! til Ml II. I'Mi I \ I. I I . Ill M.itli. 

<^l:ll i' iiiii ' ^"i II ill . I II* l. I I l■lll•lll 

I II. I I'ii 111 I1li;.l mPi.iiK , IliJ v.i'li \> .1 ^ 

M.i; t.i'i.\ I \\ 1 i I iiii I 

Dili I" tiu iirHI • Ml . 1 ' , .lllil ..'I I' 'i Vi 

(ll\i UK V.iill liiiiiL ", I s|''i I Ki 2i, 

S'li ; *1 J I,- I \ I , [ I' 1 . *»■. t:i , . u'Kii..iii V 

Our new !ri'.li j'o«.i dei i.ired he w.ts bound 
“out to the s'orm ot' t) and we all waited 

with iiiteiest I.t hi^ next utterance. Would he . 
weal the «d cap a*, the poet ot' the social revolu- 
tion, now loiiii "'.erdue in tlic'-c r.l.tuds, or wr.uld 
he siua the MaisnU.iise ot wonianJMod, ‘-merging 
in horde-, limn t'eir under, -ound k-. .hens to.-' 
make -a still creitcr recolutimi ; lie c'.ul neither. 
Hi.- I’iirgot all .iboiii the storm of t.ii’ig-., and de- 
lighted us with his ston ot M.ti \, tin chai woman’s 
d.iughler, a tale ot llublin !ilc-, so kindly, so.. 
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humane, so uvid, so wise, so witty, niul so true, 
•that it would not be exaygerating to i-ay that 
natural hujiianity in Ireland lound its first worthy 
'chronicler in this tale. 

We h.ivf a second \olujnc i-f' poetry from 
James Stephens, Th' lUli hj I nt;H. He h.is 
climbed a hill, indeed, but has iound er(>->>-roads 
there Icadinu m manj elireetions, and seeii's to he 
a little jierplexevl whether tlu- storiii of things was 
his destiny after all. When one is in a cave there 
is only one road whuh leads out, hut whe.i one 
stands in the sunlighr ihc'e aie endless nsids. 
WV cijoy his perpleMi_\, tm he li.is seateii himself 
by hi. cross-roads, ano i’.is tiied many tinier on 
his lute, oloioiisly in •.■mht whieli snunds sweetest 
to his own ear. 1 aei at alt in doubt as to what 
is bc'A. and I hope ii-* imIi ^:o on liki. W liitinaii, 
carryini.' “ tJie old vieluious buideii-, nuii and 
W'omen," wiKu.er h.e y n . hor In. relei elites 
to Deity, FJato undoubtedli would hate expelled 
him from his liepu'il'e ; -ind ju.stl\ so, iur James 
Stephens tre.ns his i;..id verj much as the Afnian 
sav-'ige treits tiis feosh. Now it j.. supphe.ited, 
and the next niinure the idol is liutf{.teil lor m 
unanswered prnjer or a nenh.red liuti, .md then 
a little later tui'* Jrisit Al’rican Is iro'-mr^ sweetly 
wijh Ills id.J, arrmuiny it- d«inu*sti4 .itFaiis .md 
the marnaue of lUaxen anJ. I'.'rth. Snnetnnes 
our poet essajs the pastor..!, and in sheer gaiety 
flits like any bird under th- boueli-., and up into 
th; sunlight. ‘J here are in i«is f.ninans imps .ind 
■grotesques, and fauns and satyrs, wJio eume aum- 
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moncd by his piping. Sometimes, as in “ Eve^”; 
the poem of the mystery of womanhood, he isi 
purely beautiful, but 1 fiiui myself going back tq^ 
his men and women ; and I hope he will not be' 
.uigry with me when I !>.iy I prefer his tinker* 
drunkiti to his Deity sober. None of our Irish 
poets has found ti'od, at least a uod any but them- 
selves would iKit be ashamed to ai knowledge. 
But our poet iloes know his men and hi-> w<micn. 
They arc not the shadow), W’Jiistler-like decora- 
tive suggusti(jns of humanity made b\ our poetic 
dramatists. They ha\e entered like liring 
creatures into his mind, and they bri.tk out there 
ill an instant’:; unforgettable passion or agony, and 
the wild worils H) i-p to the poet’s brain to match, 
their emotion. I do not know whetlier the verses 
entitled “ The Baile ” are poetry, but tliey have 
an sona/ing energy of ex|'ression. 

But our poet can be beautiful when he wills, 
and s«inieiiines, too, he has laryeiu-ss anil grandeur 
of vision and expression. Lool; at this picture of 
the earth, seen from mid-he.i\en : 

.VtuI mi Iw (n iMicr* tlii. oirl^i, 

R>kI(.>I '.Mill till. ID Kill. He AW llic \\ linking sea 
ri>iiiul flu* wmlit in i ■!' i('\, 

*1 tin. n; niih^'lit in i.. ikM'. ' >.1111, 

\ii 1 n.aici '.i\v the wliitt I'l i ■r,.Ui ' • 

(.)j ill' I luJlC s|i|I1 I' • A 1.11111.11 i. V 

'!'•> will iImi' >1.1* s hii^'lii a \\i\ 

* Kill ill*: L lu will r\e uitijii' *Mi.f , 

'I'lil il'i'-i.r fill tliL ni<i'ini.iiii li 

Si|iiatuiit' friip<.niliiiii uij tli^ iiiniil 1 m Lul eirth, 

I'.acli niiriiig twciit} .1* .1 hirlli. 
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' . I would like to quote the verses entitled 
f‘ Shame." Nm*r have I read anvwhcre such an 
anguished cowering before Conscience, a mighty 
'creature full of eyes within .and without, .ind 
pointing Ungers and .t'.ped tongues, .iiitiupating in 
secret the bla'/in,; londini nation of the world. 
And there is *' Bes.sie Bobtail,” staugcring down 
the streets \uth her reiter.itcii, in.irticul.ite e\pri*s- 
sion of grief, moxin.,' like cmc of those wretched 
whom Blake descrilied in a niar\cllous phnisc as 
*‘ drunken with w«)C fortiottcn ’’ ; and there is 
*‘Sat.in," where the rica'iuilement of light and 
darkness in the twilig.it^ of tinte is jierf'ectly and 
imaginatively evpre" sed 

T/u' III// of t hth\ ij a veij uner|iul hook. 
There are man} vet < full ol power, which move 
withathe frea- easy motion of the litcmry .irhlete. 
Others betniy awkw .'rdne -s, and stunthle .is if the 
writer had sieppeil too suddenly itilo the sunlight 
of his p{)wer, and was d.i'ea and bewildered. 
There is soivc dilfn.ion ol his fmiilies in wlut J 
feel arc In wans ot h's mind, I nit the main current 
of his eiu-rgics will, I am lonviiued, urge him on 
to his inevitable jv,rtra\al of humanity. With 
writers like S’ nge and Stephens the Celtic im- 
agination is leaving its 'rirnanoges, in' Ild.ithnihs, 
Mam Coloiin-d [.ands and im|H'r-.<>n.i] inoods, 
and is coming ilown to e.irth intent on vicormis 
life and individual humanitv . I can si'e that there 
arc great tales to be told .iiid grcMt ■•i.iig. to be 
sung, and I watch the doings of the i.ew -comers 
'with sympathy, all the while feeling 1 am some- 
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what rcnidto from llioir worKl, for T belong to an 
earlier Uay, and li<«lcn to these robust songs somo- 
wh.it as a ghost who Iu*ar> the c<>tk crow, -and 
knows his hours .ire oxer, and he and his tribe 
must di .ippeiir into tradition. 

I'^i > 
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A Mill ill ON I'll vr.i f)i f.. t. \i\ri-> 

Aftfr t\w pi'Mu.irii'n \ ‘f7>-r In -f 

Ett.'h!,'' th wriiir \\Iiii vi-iituri. ■. !•> •^p^ i'i\ of .irr 
•Hill 1 tor.ii'i'i 111 til'* nil’ Iti'.ii'i iia*>ls mhiic 
coiir.i''o. .''imi ilx .ii.itli ul’ W lii*.il{*r, his 

opini' II' i!' 'lit tin* 'i 'i pui-h i.^i* -'l’ .lit ridin tin* 
nior.il ii’cis with w.i* -i iiii i.mi'io i. |i>i*ii. . iipii*.! 
hnvc lu‘on ftiur.i'Ii w '.'-I't. .! i* tlu* sf,.iii- . | lu* 

artist who is ,'Kti > ■ lu .1 li'cr.iiv hi.i" uuiilil 
hardlv Ih* lii"iii‘i i' ii' w.i' u-it |•ll•l•lll; Imr lu* 
lisstiTi' wnh ii’ii'ini 1 u lu .u-i < niui'.ri or 
tioii .ilwiu. il’-' ,1 his III .ir flu* tupii if 

sliiiulil t.iki*. 1 h.iJ .1 rrii’iiil, .111 .iitist uf SiCii'u., 
and \\lu*n uv v.'.ti.* I’.uli jmiii!’ wi* .iruuod tu-.utlicr 
about .III 111 c'ljuil tci'iis. It h.ul n> r tiim 

occiirrcvi to niin ili.u iiiv iiiti'lli>roiui‘ I Jiiiiiht Ii.im* 
displ.i\t*d in v.'’iriiiLr \i*rsc '.'id nor entitle me to .in 
opinion .loimf nii'.leilin;.' ; hut one d.i\ I toimd 
hifti re.hliii!’. .Mr. \\ hi'llc r’, "j'l-n il'. 
revolt ot .irt .itMiiisf liier.ilii'e h.iJ re.u |■eI:llll^, 
After tlut, ^^}lile \ii were nil pood rneiul-./lie 
in.ide me feel tli.it I w.i' in out-iiler, itul when 
I vcntuied to ple.id for .1 iiation.il Lh.ir.utcr 



46 tMAGINATIONS AND REVERB^ 

in sculpture, his righteous anger — I might 8*}^^ 
his ferocity — forced me to talk of something j 
else. ^ 

I wis not convinced he was right, but year^' 
after I beiran to UhC the brush a little, and I re- ' 
member paintinu a twilight from love of some ' 
sTiMnue colours and hannoiiious lines, and when 
one of my literary friends f(nind that its interest 
depciided on colour .md fotm, .ind that the idea 
in it could jiot readily be translated into words, 
and l^Mt it left him wishing that I would illustrate 
my poems or ".omething lint had a nieaning, I 
veered round it "lue and understood Whistler, 
and how fooiish 1 wa- to argue with John I fughes. 

1 joined in the geiienl insiirreifi«)n ot art against 
the domitialioii of literature. Jlut being a writer- 
and much cotucTnei.i with abstract iileas, I have 
newer had the comfort and happiness <if those who 
embrace this opinion with tiu'ir whole being, and 
when 1 was askci! to lecture, 1 thought that as T 
had no Irish Whistlei m feir, I might speak of art 
in lelation to these unixersal ideas which artists 
hf»ld are, for literature .iiul not .subject m.ittcr for 
art at all. 

[ must firsr say it was not my wish to speak.-; 
With a worlil of noble and immortal fo*ms all 
about u^, it seemed to me uniittiiig thar words 
without art or long i dtour in tlu 'r niakin,. should 
be advertise.l .is an airraetion ; tl-.it anv one -houid • 
be expecn-d to sit he re for an hour to listen 1 1 me 
or another about a genius vhicli speaks for itself. 

1 was overruled by Mr. Lane. But it is all wrongs V; 
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fthts desire to hear and hold opinions about art 
^jQdher than to be moved by the art it^clt'. I know 
'twenty charlacans who will talk aliout art, but 
jnevcr lift their eye*' to look at the pictures on the 
^wall. I renicnibor an Irish poet speakinj* .il>our 
art a whole cvenin:; in a room hiinji round with 
‘ pictures In Constable, Monet, and i)tliei>, and he 
came into that ruom and went out of it vvirhout 
’ lookinp at those piaures. I lis interest in .irt w.is 
in the holdtnu of opinions aliout it, and in liearini* 
other opinii'iis, uhiih he (oiild apain talk almiit. 
I hope I hive made si)m * of jon hel iineomfoit- 
able. ’I his n:a\, ]>erlp;>‘, ssvm maliiioiP, but it 
is necessary to lelease ..ri*,ts from the doi;mas of 
• critics who nor aro i 

I wouki not VC ntii*'' to ^pc'ak here to-ni{»ht if I 
thoiipl'.t that ainihim- I ■'ai.l lonki be laid hold of 
and be*turned into a fo.omil.i, an I used afleruards 
to torment ‘oii"- unl'i’iiiirli- artist. An artist 
will take with n .i,!iiies-. ul\ne or Liifuism from .1 
fcllov. -art's!, so l.ir .e Iiis natural vanity pentiifs ; 
but he writhes iindtT opinions derived from 
Ruskin or 'I oKcoi, the. yrear theorists. You may 
ask indi^nantb., Can no one, then, speak almur 
paintinus or statin s eveepi painter; or inodelleis } 
No ; no one would condemn joii to such painful 
silence .ind selt-siippus aon. Artists would wish 
yotf to talk umctisinuly about the cmcitions their 

f )ieturis arouse in yitu ; but, under piin ot makinir 
ifclung enemies, do not su.^est to a*tisr-i tho 
theories under w'hieh they ■ Iiould paint 'I hat 
is hitting below the belt. '1 he poor artist is as 
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n«Kl made him ; and no oric, not even a Tolstoi, 
L»mi]H-tenr lo undcrMke his rc-ercAtion. His 
fellim-.irri^f-. \k\\\ mi tn him the tnuHrion of 
I) in-.', iht* i>ru^h. I h iimv iise ir will nr ill ; but 
ulu/i ^ nil \'k him fi) 11" I hi"- iri to illusmte 
litiri! } kI( is, fir rihii.il idiiMs, v<iii arc a .kint; him 
ifi hu'.iii'f ^ lifiTirv iTiui or .i preai Iut, The 
oihi - aih< \u\r iluir dlnioiiN liinitalif'iiN. The 
liiei.iiv man luit 'laie In d.c'ni.md of the 

mii.ui.in th.ir lie ">11.111 he ‘ cienfiiie or moral. The 
liiier iv Pe in iitterin.* c\iT\ kind *ii .i»’*)fanitv in 
’'Oijiid sti Ifiiv a-" ii 1 nui.il. Mii'ici.ins have 
tiMur irr hi ilu •n-'i-lvt Iiiii the i o.^r is tor- 
rneritcd, and ad^i ! to ii fie* t l*u rh'Si lit of his 
time, rieiiiti i-. p .marih uhat he i* i*ot'eerned 
with; a**d ihi ■'I*'*' niiir.'i u!ei> whi- h he can 
impart in a '-y\ r.uior\ w.w a.e tiu ni'iial ideas 
nituralli a ‘.»u!a!ed with l•lalllv in ir^ higher or 
li'wes hirni'.. Ilie I irnnk ^ii**'e **1' \oti .ire um- 
futiPL: me in \»>ui '»wi miiu!^ a* ihi'. nifinunil. 
Viiu '..u to in'Mlvf : “ liu* ha\e all aU'Ut 
Us the Uf.rk^ o*' a un.*' arri.l, \ih«. e iii'-j^iration 
not one \cill Ofiii. lie u^ed. his ait ui exj^ress 
L-ri.ir (thud iihas. lie spnke ij.iin and a^^ain 
ahoiir ihesi ule i I \c \\a^ proud that his art was 
devlieated I'l their e\»pp • -ion/' I am snrrv to say 
rh.u he did 'a\ »'.niv tliine^ wh'J- wi'uld have 
endeared, liim to I'-iUh.i .ii! Uuskin and ’’for 
whiih I re'-'pect Ivm as a mat* aiii* ivh*. h as an 
■arii'.t I depli.’-e. I diploie hi. .pe.*'ii.** c f 'ithical 
ideas j, the in-f ifatum ofhN art. bi aus>' I think 
they were only the inspiracion of his life ; and 
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where he weike^^t in In-? .ippo.r .is an artist is 
where he sipiinsi'U. ».i'ii"Lii-'ii-*!\ m* his aiil ithicil 
idens wliuh <inw^ thtir [Ti'ivr e\[in - ii*ji in 
relienm m* lirciviii'L* •>/ hj -. 

\\ ltl> w..'' * !■ » i-ni I '.ilr .1- !■ U\ ■ lin'.'i'i riri-' |o 
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of cfilour or form or tone. It may be lipht whid^ 
attracts the .irrist, or it m.iv be some dimming ot- 
natiir.il rorms, \inril they '•eeiii to have nuire of thf-' 
1 o\(‘Hih-ss of iiiiiid than of nature. Hut it i<i the;, 
o'^tliotit, i«it the nior.il or ethk.ti, n.iture which is 
stirred. ‘Ilu piiture may .ifterw.irds be called 
“ Cli.'iitu” IT “ hairh,” or “ I Joju ’’ ; ami any 
of the-.e wnrik m.iy make an apt title. Hut what 
liiiini' up betore the vision of tlte .nfi-t first of all 
it .m imioe, and th.it is acce|Ued on aaount of its 
fi'ii. s fiT .1 picture ; and an ituauc vhich \i.is not 
pii.tf>rial noiild lu* reieiU’d at ome li\ niij true 
arti-vt, ttlielh'r it was an illusrr.it'on o' (he iiubli'St 
moral lomepl'on or not. Whethet a piiture is 
moral ot immoral will viepeml iij'on the iharacter'* 
of the a'fist, and not upon the svibiiit. A man 
will «.omimini(.ate his eharaiter in eMruhing he 
toiiihcs. He tannot escape comnjunieatinu it. 
He must be conteii* with that sjlenr witne'-s, and 
not tr\ to let the virtues .shout out from his 
pictures, 'rill, fact is, art is c'-senfiallj a spiritual 
thinii, and ir- \i‘ion 's perpetualli uirned to 
ullmi.ites. It iv imletinable is spinr is. It per- 
ceive. in life and nature iho-e indefiiuMi rehtions 
of one thiiio to another whiih to tlv religious 
thinker suuuest .' master initid in ii.iture — i magi- . 
ci.m of (he lieaiiuful at work fiis.i hoei to hour, ' 
from iiH'ment to Domenr, in i neier-i isinu and 


si'lemn ch.'.-i'jt motion in the neaniis. if the per- ' 
pelii.d ami marvellous l)ie.ithin.'> fi 'th ot winds, in* 
the motion of wMters, and in rh. e.’u'muiig evolu- 
tion of gay and delicate fun:''- of ic.if and wing. ^ 
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'Ihe artist may hi* no philosupher, no mystic; 
jvhe may l>e with or withnut a moril ^ciisc, he may 
'not bclifw it. more tlian Ins cu- can ^cc ; Init in so 
.'far as ht uin -I’api; clay hcaiit till an.l mm in.:; 
forms ht i- iniM.nin^ |)cit\ ; when hi-' c\c has 
' cauf^ht wrh ilclc.hr Mine siihrlc niation hi-ivvccn 
■ colour ainl i.iinui there i nn-tuism in his xiMon. 
[ am not •^oi-veine.* lu-ie io prow ih.ir there is a 
spirit in nature or hu*n.im;\ ; hut tin tho c wiii) 
ask tioni irt i ‘crious inesi.i^e, lun, I -ay, is a 
way of rcMmin.' trom .■ T .m irispi* irion the mosi 
pn'foun I tint n; oi lar r'-'e", e. \\ n mi ».'ii ask 
ironi t'learti'! 'h.u he - ii!.l leai'i \ lu, ee laiciul 
that >'iii ari '.ni a't-'-; him ti iie nhvi-ui., to 
* utter plari'.ii’e. — thir i-ia aie " it .i»kin.; I.ini to 
deba-c hw ar* to >" iki . lUijs i.ov foi \<-ii, wiioare 
too in-iolent to i lonli t • ''h'- ,iii<iiii> u>i, hut want it 
brought to \oiir tcei I h»ie .'o* p-,,j.lf v\ho pis-; 
by a luuiuriie t'l V» 'v i-u t\ l•.*ll!;.•'ll l»y 

Corot, .iiu' who wu ;ir ..li-r i!\ h tme i Nml 
Patou a-- it iKi wi.. m a C’t'i-h'.il. Is (iml. 
then, onl) prc'tn! when Hi- Name uritreil? 
Wild wi I ill i fiL'iir- I i'lie i-: IK ,ih, Joi n a-hl 
dignity to u: '\ iiat i. the leal ii'.-.p!ial'on we 
deri\c fimn that imhlc de-iip, |,\ Mr. W.in-.? 
Not the i-*inp!. lie/iM >11 o! 'hi-.e. not |I e liaiire 
of Peath, I lilt a rneliriori ot ilie !un“v .li'j'iMi a 
hiiiiian toriri ». in «*\.!ii-i>.~. I , it m-ii •■mri n# u ii, 
^koow that man or wnmaii i.ni lo'ik lii't Joiire, 
that they lan wi-.ir an a-.p<‘ei aieli .e. w.‘ pi'i-jinc 
- belongs to the tmmf>rtals, aiu; lo fei 1 tha» it n in i . 
Inudc in the im.iue of his Creator, his Crc.itor is 
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the archetype of nf» iL*ni)hle thin^ ? There were^ 
iinmnrtjl pnucT. in \\ mind when those 
fissures sui\»eil iii' in ir ; hur they were neither' 
'l'nr»i- iiMi I Jt .iin. I Ic \\ rather neir to hi^^ (Wii 
aah't^re, .ind in tint niuMil in whuh iMner'Son 
w.i. when hi aM, “ 1 the ijnpe'lLM :ui*»rc iiiy own 
pciti t." Iiiiich li\ tfiikh, a-, rlie piaure was 
luiilt u|\ he \\\\' hecniniiiL* cMjn^Lii'iis .)!' yrme 
irituiiir maje' t\ in hi. dv.J) n iriire, an ! it was for 
hini'cll mori' thaji lor us lie w'U-kt'l. “ 'Fhe 
iiialioii i-' to till orator,” sa\ \\ '"tnian, “and 
iiriv lia* k U\ him.” 'I'he ai'i as he 

iTiati's .1 I'l uitihil I'i'im oiit'iiili* Ir." i IT, irc'tes 
M»thin huii''cit, or id»Mits t** hn lieiii, \ no'»lcr 
l»e.ait\ than hi . •. .es hi\e ■ een. f 11^ u.'-piiMticjii ' 
is s|)iriiiial in it ^ orijin, .uul tluri in it 

some strairje oi ih^- ijjiry of ihe Km#;. 

With man and hi, wmk we nuisl take cither 
a spiiitiial or a miteii.il point ot \ii\\. All 
halt-\\a\ liiliefs .i*e reniimi’i .uu! ilh* 'Kal. I 
iwefer the spip.lii*! vlh its ad.mi' ai.n nl ir.Lalcul- 
al)le iir.steri aii.i mn .mir in iMturc, where wc 
IiikI the infinoe h'LKd in tlie ati»ni, and feel Imw 
in the LiiK.ni*'. lulls lesall .mil l.iinsir of nia/i’s 
Jiand ilv I'teinal is workin:: It.^ ui*'. You may 
^a^ th.u till' I*. I'.ni;^ ir»)re rc‘ p;\vhx-h jy than to 
art i.nti* I'.PK h.' I mitni'- ti. 1 -..ke . lear to you 
aiul !i' iiiiairt'i rilui..!! u ki. th. 11. il which 
is'in hteiaiure m riLihtl) l». to the k* ion which 
is art. \re lire’ ture a*ul efH;. n* v'.».iare to** 
ar; its suNieit" ? Is u ri'jht to 0 n a»'d that the 
aiiistV work shall have aii ■'hMoi;>l>’ ijitellifirible;: 
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messap^c or moanwi}:, which the intellect e.in ah- 
stracr truMi ir aiul rclat to tlie ^oiuiiur <'f life ? 
My belief i-. rhui rhe r;}i'>r iltei.iruie ^.in Jo i.s to 
help to interpul art, ..’u! .in « r- U' ii, a'* 
nature Jieu i visinii ft lie..urv, bur cf uinielineJi 
si^nitii. uue. 

Ni» tint as'i.^ i»r e\r' c!-- the' Ji i J tu '.hape 


thc2nbi‘l\« 1' t'j v';- 

1. il t'l 

1 1 • i- * 

nr the •-un 

<■) -hine 

onl> «■» If'-- 111 • . 1 . 

1 1 ' it 1 

n till 

‘ itp*ie.r al‘ 

It i.« 

vain to 4*\p<vt -t, 1 

ui tili 

L'l u 

''•.snethiiej 

u lit fen 

about thi; Ov.’f'- 

e. . i.l 

1 ' *n 1 

1*1; 

Ilf the 

Cr.Mi r . 1 " ' il>i ii- 

1 's 

*»; 

.1 \\p»" 1 h 

!■ u-Ji- 

Work it il.t. iH'- 

1 !l 

!■ -'’I 

• Vv'i iie\ei 

(•( rruit 

vi>.o:' h ■ *oin. .11. 

. . 

Mill 

\ Wiilk 

‘ 'hf'jlil 

a'^k 1 1 -i-' . 1 , .1-. ' -1 

1. ■ . 

■r e^^ 

i'.f liJiti !•» 

hi- iiioie 

mj-U i-.i' ^-o 

* ei 

tii . ^ 

1 1 .111 •' , 1 '1 1 

1*1 .iJj a 

fini- byi. i.i': ot f,.- 

1 • 

u 'ir\ 

1 all : > Im w 1 h it 

IVit) I' - liviiui!. ii 

M -e 

\ iU.e. 

t t ;i:* 1 1 . 

k i:ifkT 

with !’’ ■ \\ 

' 1 -K 

, . 




li!i\t -t I' ■ . ii 111 *.! -u « . 1 , iImI 

it*? ^'t niiii e 1 . ‘ I ' 'I - • j'*i 1; « l*' .. I'li-l't : j»l..in 
oft-iir !v.i!:*i :,.in f'l* elru li i-s n-ii-lh • Ui.ii , aiiJ 
I thin^ '• e\.^. ii'^i lute *1 tt!i.t- Imm* ‘d 

arinuii.i** Oi i L »"ii. . i»< 1. 1' .irri‘i t'l i .'l.t v i.iMrt'.e 

the *)1 hi II I.u ..i: 1-' l' it- '»\vm 

petulio’i'u '• M sp*' ii'iihiiiv. \\i‘hp.t luie 
ajj^ittuie I “ I '»M r «.\i;»’ni s* is k i I I Mii". i/'py.* 
] Tn.i\ piit M 1 .ii 'n s i !■•* \\ V. ‘,i ii I '.r i ! ..f f u iu’\ « 
likeih: oi 'U.'i'- t * i* t'.t ■; .* pi v.e; • n I'.e -uni 
wh( , r.»i L’-.i'i-.i-l's V'i.ii*! ' Ml i*’ • ihat 

'love will he 111 ' III! I \\ i’:!!.!..!! 

puture'i au piinteil wiiii -.■mie • *.» it u t* s*'!* ii m 
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belief. Now, art has great influence, but I do not 
believe this or any other picture would stop a man 
beating his wife if he wanted to. Art does not 
call sinners to repentance ; that is not one of its 
p«)wers. It fulfili. rather another saying : “ Unto 
them that have much shall be. given,” bringing 
delight to those that are already sensitive to 
beauty. M} own conviction is that ethical 
piitures are, if an\ thing, immoral in their influ- 
cnie, as everything must be that forsakes the law 
of its own being, and that piitiires like this only 
a«.ul to the v.iiiit\ of people so riglueously minded 
as to be aware of their own \i«lue. We will 
always h.i'v these voneessioiis to |MS,ing ph.iscs 
of thought. \\ i' h.i\e had reiiuesis for the 
scieiuiiii painter- -the nun who will paint n.iture 
with geologi<-il accuricy, ami man in aceordance 
with e\oluiionarv dognus. lie will find his 
eloquent literary defend.ers enchanted to iind so 
miuh learning to point to in his v\>irk, but it will 
all p.xss. 'I he true irtist will "till be instiiu lively 
spiritual. 

Now I have used, the word “ spiritual ” so 
often in connettion wiili art that v«iu max leason- 

m ^ 

ably ask for some definition of mv meaning. I 
am afraid it is easier to define spiritii.'lity in 
literature than hi art. Ihit a il'erar. definition 
may help. ilualiry is i !’■• power c«" t.iin miiids 

have ol .ip|ireheiiding formkss spirhu.il essences, 
of seeing the eternal in the li.imitory, fi'" rcLiting 
the particul.ir tf> the universal, the txjx' to the 
archetype. 
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\ 'While I give this definition, I hope no artist 
?^11 ever be in&.inc enough to make it the guiding 
-.'principle of his art. 1 shudder to think ot any 
'^conscious attenipc in a picture to relate the type 
to the nnhetApe. It is a philosophical definition, 
solely intended foi the ^peet.ltor. 1 wish the 
artist only to paint iiis vision, and whether he 
paints this, < If another world he imagines, it’ it is 
art it will he spiritual. 1 ha\e gieen a definition 
of spirituality in literature, hut Jiow now relate it 
to art.? How illustrate its jiresejiee .? When 
Pater wrote his tan on-. d(.*:cri['tion t»r the Mtina 
Lisa that intense a>.d eniumain. I'.iee had i\oked 
a spintu.il mood. \\ lien lie s.iw in it tiu sunimed- 
up e.'cperience of m.Miy generations (.-f luinianity, 
he telt in the pici..te that lel.'.tion of the particular 
to the unuer^il ii.ive sp iken of. When we 
find luiniin for su'.rgesiing .i superhuman 
dignity, as in W. * figure J of 'lime and Death, 
or in tlie PhiC.ian i "hies, ilu tvpe is there melting 
into the an liety pe \\ hen Millet p.iiiits a peasant 
figure of lo ilay w .th some gesture we imagine the 
first Sower nun Jiax'e used, it is the eternal in it 
which makes the transitory impre>-si\e. But these 
are ohvioiis iiistaiices, you uill s.iy, ehosen from 
artists whose pictures lend themselves to this kind 
of ex}'osition. \\ hat about the .ut of the land- 
scape painter ? Ihideniahl} a form of ait, wheie 
is the spiritiLility ? 

1 am afrakl my intelh' t is not equal to taking 
up every picture that nii'j'‘t be suggested and using 
it to illustrate niy' iiicaning, though 1 elu nut think 
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I would despair of finally discovering the spiritual' 
element in an\ picture 1 felt was art. I lowevcr, F- 
will go further. We have all felt some element of 
art lacking in the painter who goes to Killarncy, 
Itah, or Switzerland, and brings us back a faithful 
repre^enUtloti i<f iiiKleiiiablv beautiful [ilaces. It 
is all there — the loft} mountains, the lakes, the 
local colour; but wliat enchanted iis in nature 
does not touch us iti the pi( tore. W hat \\c want 
is the spirit of the place evoked in iis rather than 
th * place itself. *\rt is neitlier pictured botany or 
geologv. A great laiK!-.La[ve is the expression of 
a mood of the human mind as definitely as music 
or jiottry is. 'I he artist i*, cc-muiuniciting bis 
own emotions. ! here is Mune mvstic 
ill the lolour he cmplovs ; and then the doorways 
are i.pened, and we pas-, from sense into soul, \Vc 
are looking into e soul when wc are looking at a 
'riirner, a Corot, t'r .1 Whistler, as s*irelv as when 
in dream we fiiul ourselves moving in sfM.gc 
countries whieh are vet within iis, contained for 
all their seeming infiiiuiides in the little hollow of 
the Iiriin. .\)i rliis, I think, is undeiiiahle ; hut 
perh.ijis imt in.my of \.iu will follow me, though 
you may understand me, if J go further and say, 
that in this, art is uncoiiscii-ir ly .iKo n ichiiig out 
to arehi'ivpes, is lifiiiig it-, -If up .o vv lik in that 
garden ipf the .'ivine min, where, . the first 
Scripture savs, it created “ fiower Ivunx; they 
w'ere in the field and every herb .vt.ne 'i grew.” 

A man mu} >il in an arnichai; .in.: tr.ivel f.irthcr 
than ever Columbus travelled ; atul no one can say 
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•Jfow far Turner, in hU search after light, had not 
journeyed into the lo-.i J''den, and he himself may 
iiavc been there most surely at the last when his 
pictures had heoniu- a I)l.i/e of incoherent littht. 

Vou may say now that I have objected to 
literature dominatinu (he arts, and let 1 have 
drawn from pictures a most (.omplioiiedi llieory. 
• 1 have felt a little, indeed, as if i was marching 
■ through subtleties to the dismemberment of my 
mind; but I do not think I have anv where con- 
tradicted no self or siiecested lliar an artii-t should 
work on these spen-- iiii.n .. 'I he-.e may rightly 
‘arisi in the Piiiid of ihe onli oker who will regard 
a work ot art with his wlu'le n.itinr, not Merely 
"with the icsthetiv vii'-e, atid who will natin'alh 
pass from the first ui li-dit of vision into a psviho- 
logii i1 •inalv as. ,\ pr.ifouif naiuic will aiwa}s 
awakvm pr«.»fouiul leliei thtii-. 'there .tie heads 
by Da \iiui as . m iluii hum.iiii(\ as 

liamler. \\I;cn we >^ie eves ih.'t tempi and 
allure with bps vi'j.inal m their (-"ritv, we feil in 
the face a union ol rhimr' vvhi,.n the dual nature 
of man is eteriiallv ilesiring. It is the ii!.'rriu''e 
of hcaw nd hell, the iuik iir:r .iiwl flesh, 

each with their unturbed de- bes ; and wli.it is >,i- 
possible in Hf< i ; in his arr, and is oni,- m the secrets 
of jt-i strange lasiinaiion. Ir mav seem pari- 
doxical to s.iy of Walls — a n:..n of geimi-, v\ho 
was always preuhing thro-igh ni-. art — that i'.is 
'very iliHivult to find what h realiv espn-M''. N’o 
one is ewer for a moineni :n vloubr aiv.pt u-hit is 
cxpre'bsed by l\o>>setti, 'rurner, Millet, Corot, ('r 
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many contemporaneous artists who never preach^ 
at all, but whose mood or vision peculiar to them-^ 
selves is easily ilcfinabic. With Watts the effort 
at analysis is confused : first by his (»wn statement 
about the ethical significance of his works, which' 
I think misle.idinij, bec.iusc while we may come 
away from his [fitturcs with many feelings of 
m.ijesty or be.inty or mystery, the ethical spirit 
is not the predominant one. 'I'hat rapturous 
winged spirit wliich he calls T.(A’c Triumphant 
might just as easily be called Nliisic or Song, and 
another allcuory be .itt.tkhed to it without ouf 
feeline at.y n»i're special fitness nr unfitness »n the 
explanation. 1 sec a beautiful exultant figure, 
but 1 do not feel love as the fundamental mood in 
the ]xuntcr, as I feel the religious mood is funda- 
mental in tJte Angelus of Millet. I do npt need 
to look for a title to that or tor the painting of 
'I'he Shepheriloss to teel how earth and her 
children ha\e become one in the xi'^u'" of the 
painter ; that the die[d'ierdess is n(»t the subject, 
nor the shet’p, nor t<io still evoiiiim, but altogether 
are one mood, one la'inc:, in which all thinus move- 
in harmony and are gtiided by the f o-eat Slicphcrd. 
Well, 1 do n«)t feel that l^ove, or Charity, or Hope 
are expressc-.i in this way in \Satts, ami that the 
cthic.tl spirit :s not fun,', imcncal with him as the 
religious spin*- is with .^lille^. l.'c has an 'in- 
tellectual ctmeeption of his inor.il ivlea, but is not 
emotionally ol".cssed by it, ai.d the basis of a' 
man’s art is not to be found in his intellectual' 
conceptions, which arc light things, but in hi^' 
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•^iwfacter or rather in his temperament. \Vc 
>mow,for all the poetical circumst.inces of Uos‘!ctti’s 
jnetures, what desire it is that shines out of those 
:^tffdent faces, and how with Leighton “ the form 
ialone is eloquent,” and that 'I'liriier’s (hkI was 
•light as surely .is wiih any I’ersian worshipper of 
.the sun. Here and there they m.iy have been 
tempted otherwise, but they never straw d f.ir 
■from their tiinper.inient.il w.iy of e.\pressing 
themselves in art. .So th.it the first tiling' to be 
■ dismissed in trjiiip t(» iinderst.ind Watts is W.itts’ 
own view of his art ind its inspiration, lie is 
not the first ilisrinj^iiished man \vhi>se intellect 
has not proved tipial to expbininu ritthrlv its 
•sources of power. t)iir nevt dilTikiilty in dis- 
covering the re.il WaMs .irises bekausc he did not 
look at jiature (*r Iif' I'.irettlv . 1 le was overcome 

by gre.it tr.idition .. I Ic .ilniost persistenily lonk,s 
at nature throusji one or *vvo velh. 'I here is a 
Fhidian veil and .1 Veneti.i:i or i.ither an It.ilian 
veil, and al-nost even thing in life .ind nature 
which could not be e\pre‘«'ed in terms of these 
traditions he ignored. 1 niiuht say that no artist 
of equal genius ever p.iinted pii lures and brought 
so little fresh obscnMtion into his art e\eept, 
perhaps, Jlumc-Jones. Iloth these artists seem 
to have a secret and refined .svmpathv with 
Fuseli’s famous out burst, " D.mm .Nature, she 
alw.iys puts me out ! " Even when the drier 
'came, ^^■.ltts seems to havi- been uiie.isv unless fic 
could turn him into a Xenetian nc'lileman or 
■person of the Middle Ages, or could disguise iti 
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some way the fact that Artist and Sitter bclonged; 
to the nineteenth century. I le docs not seem to* 
be aware that pe()})le must breathe even in pictures.’'’ 
His skie-* rest solidly on the shoulders of his 
fiyures as if they were cut out to let the figures be . 
inserted. If he were not a man oj' i>enius there 
would have l)Len an end of him. Hut he was a 
man of i>enius, and we imi'«t try to unvlersUnd the ' 
meanini; of his aneptance of tradition. If we 
tinderstaiul it in Watts we will understand a {•rcat 
deal of tonteiiij'orarv art and literature which is • 
tailed derivative, art issuing i»ul of art, and ' 
literattire out of literature. 

'I'he faet is that this kind of art in which Watts 
and Burne-J<>ni t were pioneer*, is an art which has’ 
not \et come to its culmination or tt> .iny perfect 
exj)ression of itself. 'I'here is a j;enuipely in- 
di\idual impuKo in it, and it is init derivative 
nicreU, although .ilmost e\ery pha'-e <»f it lan l)c 
related to earlier art. It has laithinu in (t-inmon 
with the sii-oalleil •■rand school ofpaintinu which 
jmidiiied woithle-s imitations <if Michael Ani»elo 
and Kaph.iel. It is feeling out for a in-w world, 
.aiui it is trjinff t.i use the older trjvlition as a 
bridue. ’1 he older art held up a mirror to natural 
forms and In )Ui»ht them maier to man. In the 
perfeil culnil.-ation of t'lis new .irf me feels how 
a complete th. nne niiiihi lake pl.u and natural -* 
forms l-e used t«» express . n intern.' 'nture or the 
soul of the arti f. Colour, anc. forms, like words;* 
.ifter the lapse of centuries, enl..iue their siirnifi-^^' 
cance. Ihe earliest art was probably simple and*;"' 
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^iteral — there may have been the outline of a 
; figure filled up with srnne flat colour, 'riien as 
;>fart bec.inic more complex, colours beg-an to have 
an cmoti<;iial meanin'i quite apart from their 
original relation to an object. 'I’he arti‘<t bet»ins 
yuncon<cioii‘>ly lo relate coli)iir more intimately to 
■‘his own temperament th.iii to external luture. 
At last, after the lapse of ayes, srnne sensitive 
artist beyin^ to imagine that he has iliicovered 
a completi* lanuucae capable of expressing any 
mood <if mind. The passing of centuries h.is 
enriched e\erv lolou.-, ind letr ii related t») sonic 
new phase of the siiul. IM'iilian or Mich.iel 
Angelesque form, i, ilher iMeir own peculiar 
•*asaoct.itioiis fif cii uit/ or power. In fait, this 
new art uses the forms of the old as svmbolsi or 
hieroglyphs to es'-ress more complicated ideas 
than the older artists tned to depict. 

Watt' ne\cr ^l■elnplc•■l, tor all nis admiration 
of these mill, to I'l'llow the.u in thc*ir efl'orts to 
realize peil'i tlj the founs tlvu the\ conceived. 
They h id iioiie thi- once .ind for .ill, and rcpc*tition 
may hive seeiiusl untieccssarc . I»ut the lofty 
temper awakened b) rho'c* stupendous creations 
could Ik .irouscd by a s-iigLestion of their pcMiliar 
characteristics. .Assoi.i.iiion of ide.is will in some 
subtle w.i} bring us luck to the I’hidian demigods 
when we look :it foiiiis .’iid cir..[*eries c.u^ucly 
suggestive of thc‘ 1‘artheii ai. 1 lio not ‘.o that 
W'atts did this conscious: e, but instiivti' ely lie 
felt compelled, with the j. radiial develi>pment of 
his own mind, to use the imaginative traditions 
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created by other artists as a language through 
which he might find expression for what ww 
peculiar to himself. It is a highly intellectual a^ 
to which tradition was n necessit}', as much as it is- 
to the jioet, who when he speaks of “ beauty 
draws upon a sentiment createil by millions of 
long-dead lovers, or who, when he thinks of the 
“spirit,” is, in his use of the woni, the hdr’ 
of ir)untless generations who brooded upon the 
m)steries. 

Just as in Millet, the painter of peasants, there 
w'as a religious spirit shajnng all things into 
austere .■nd elemental simplicities, <■() in Watts 
there was an intellectual spirit, seeking ever) where- 
for the traces i » mind, trying to exjiress the bodi-' 
less and abstract. With W'hitman he seems to 
cry out, “ 'I'he soul for ever and ever I V it is 
there in the astonishing head of Swinburne, whom 
he re\eals, if I may use a vulgar phrase, as a 
poetic “ bounder,” but illuminated aiul i-i!icical- 
ized by genius. It is in the head of Mill, the very, 
symbi>l of the moril re.isoning mind. Jt is in 
the face of 'rennyson, with its too self-eonscious 
secrsliip, and in -all those vague faces of the- 
imaginative p.until1g^, into which, to use J’ater’s- 
phnisc, “ the oul with all its m.il.uiies h.is is.jsscd.” 
In his picture - he draws .ni tJie effects of c*arlier 
art, and thrciws his sitters sick until rhey seem to' 
bclontr to some nondcsciipl mcdi.ci il country,- 
like the bohe. ua of the dr.im.ui-ts ; and he - 
darkens and shuts out the light of day that t'hi^ 
starlight of soul might be more clearly seen, and'' 
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^troys, so f:ir as he can, all traces of the century 
they live in, for the mind lives in all the ages, and 
he would show it as the pilgrim of eternity. 
Because Watts’ art was necessarily so brooiiing 
^and mcdinitive, Itx<king at life with h.ilf-closed 
'“eyes and then shutting them to he alone with 
•memory and the interpreter, his painting, so 
beautiful and full of surerv in early nittures 
like the W ouiulei Icron, grr>\vs to be f)ften 
laboured and muddy, and his dr.iwing uncertain. 
That he could dra'vV and paint with the greatest, 
he ever}' now .tnd then ga\e proof; but the 
surety of beautiful craftsmanship deserts those 
who have not al\va\-’ their eje fi\ed im an object 
;of vision ; and "'V 'tts was not, like lll.ike or 
Shulle\, one of th» proud seers whose vihi(»ns are 
of “ fojms more real than living man.” He 
seemed to feel wh.'t his. effects should be nither 
than to sec them, or eUe hi' vision was fleeting and 
his art hail a laborious brooding to rec.ipture the 
lost impresdo/i. In his tolour he always seems 
to me to be ' ecotul-l'and, as if the bloom and fresh- 
ness of his [uint had worn off tluough prexious 
use by other artists. It seemed to be a neces- 
'Sity of his curiou'ly intelleitual art that only 
traditional lolours and forms should Is emjdoxed, 
and it Is only rarely we get the .shoik of a new 
creation, and absolutely original design, as in the 
Orjihcus, where the passionate figure turns Jo 
*hold what is already a vanishing shadow. 

Watts’ art was an effort to invest his own age, 
an age of reason, with the nobilities engendered in 
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an age of faith. At the time Watts was at his 
prime his contemporaries were evcrj'wherc losing 
belief in the spiritual conceptions of earlier 
periods ; they were analysinj* everything, and 
were dtiidint! that \\h.it w.is really true in religion, 
what ua\e it nobility, was its ethical teaching; 
retain that, and religion might lto, illustrating the 
truth of the Chinese jdiilosopher who s.tid : 
“ When the spirit is lost, men follow' after charity 
anil duty to one’s neiiihboiirs.” The unity of 
belief was broken up int(' diverse intellectual con- 
ceptions, Men talked about li \e and liberty, 
patriotisiii, duty, charity, and .t whole l-'wt of 
abstractions, moral .md intellei tual, w'hieh they 
liavi ion\incei.l themsebes were the essence of{ 
religion and the real cause of its pciwer over man. 
Whether W.wts lost faith like hi » iontemp«)rarics 
1 do not know', hut their spirit inteetei.1 his art. 
lie set himself to paint i!u"-'e absrr.ktions ; and 
becau-e we cannot imagine these ibstract'o with 
a forni, we feel sntoerhiii'j fuiulamentallj false in 
this Mdc of his ait. lie w!io p.iints a nun, an 
angelie being, or a I'ivine being, j>aints something 
we feel »nay ha\e life. Hut it is .'s impossible to 
imagine Time with a boily as it i- to imagine a 
painting emi'iahing Newloii’. law' of gr.i\i ration. 
It is Iiecaiisi siiih absrr.i, tioiis do not readily take 
shape that \\"-uis drew' • o uic h on . .n* imaginative, 
tradition of his predeees .irs, Wlii’-e these pic- 
tures arc imp’.ssive is where t-n a''risr slipped by" 
his eonseioiis .lim, and l.iid ho'd of the nobility 
peculiar to the men and women he used as' 
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^pnbola. It is not Time or Death which awes 
'•uS in Watts' picture but majestical images of 
‘Jxumanity ; ami \\’atts is at his grc'atcst as an 
Snventor when humanity itself m«ist octiipics him, 
"when he i.lcpi(.ts human life onlv, anil lets it 
■suggest its own nttural intinily, as m tln^sc images 
of the lovers ilrifting through the InfiriK*, with 
whom e\'ery p.issinii is burnt »)Ut ami exhausted 
but the lose through ^^h^e)l they fell. 

r jfe itself is more infinite, noble, and sugges- 
tive than thouulU. We soim ,ume to rhe end of 
the inireifujif* alleunri h o-lls onlv one story; 
but where there is a perfect ini.i'je of life theie is 
infinitude and nij-N-r’. . We do not tire eon- 
ifideiing the long a"'is(iy of eipu'ssion in :i face. 
It nia\ lead us baih tliroiigh the iges ; but we do 
ttire of fhe art whuii inipiisons itself within 
formuhe, and says to the ' pcitator : “ In tlii-. way 
and in no other shall vou lec.ird v.'h.it is liefore 
you.” No Ilian r profounii enough to explain 
the nature ol his oien inspiraMnn. Nierate' says 
that rhe poet utters many thuus which are tnier 
than he himself umlerst.uuls. 'fhe same fhing 
applies to many a great artist, \ilio, when he 
paints tree or field, or face or form, finds that 
there comes i.n him a invsterious ipiichening of 
bis nature, ami he p.iints he knows not wh.it. It 
is like and unlike what his e\ es have seen. 1 r may 
be the same fielil, but we f ol there rhe presence 
6f the spirit. It may be the same figure, bur it 
is made transcendental, as when the Woid had 
become flesh ard dwelt among us. llis inspini- 

F 



66 IMAGINATIONS ANI5 REVllIlfiS? 

tinn IS akin to that of the prophets of old, whoseP 
words ranji but for an in^tnit and were still, yet 
they created nation*' whose iinl\ boundaries were 
the silences where their speech hail not been' 
he.ird. Hi*' inaie*'tical figures arc prophecies. 
His ec'^lafic l.indscapes brinj^ iis ni^h to the 
beauty whiJi was in bden. II^s art is a divine* 
ad\cnture, in which he, like all of us who arc 
tr.ivellini* in so nianj wavs, seeks, consciously or 
inuonscii-uslj, to reiiain the lost ii.iiiy with nature 
anil the knowledge of his own ininiortal being, 
and it is so l»(.st undersiaril it. 



TWO lUISIl Aim STS 

It is iinju^-f 1«) nn .mist to \t.iir».‘ mi the* spur «.t' tin* 
moment «jf his wcirlv — oi die just •■een putiire 
which ple.ises di* Jii'-pie.isfs. I'm wh.M i’lsnnlh 
dclij^hfs the e\e ni.i\ i.. \i-- win its v..iy iiiio the 
boiirt. Mill wh.'i re[»i'|s it ,iist ste.il l.ilir tin 
into the iinile>- i.iiulii!' , i-.J jin. I its interpn i.itifin 
in a iliipei "1 • ’In.il tisi urn piitine, nr 

ot'any U‘'i k f.f.iri, •> i ,« wer 'it'endiirii.n eh.irni. 
There . I ni iiiv I'.r.ie* mi liu’ I’.ii.i-iise nt lietLitil'iil 
'Memories, .iikI h -.ll l\, hut with .1 

'jusme, we .ir 1:; f pi »e .-.k!! in hie-arihy, r«‘- 
mote or iie'r m ihe centre of mir lieinj ; .iiul 1 
propose lure r.n: er tf spe.ik i.fthe ir.ip-essi'.n left 
in iny memory liter su iii” the wo. k 'if ^ e.Us* aiul 
Hone for m.ipc u.i-s, than to JeMrii'e in tlef.iil 
the pietnre-s — s,inie lu-v . smne t.imilkir — which 
by a hap]>v thointht have heeii ■; ithered together 
for exhiiiition. '1 o tell -n artist that mu lenviii- 
ber his plctu/is with love after main uars i< the 
.highest praise \oii c.;n yive him; in.i to ciis- 
tingiiish the iinpressinn pri-ihi. al from ot}ier.i i> 
^ple:i"mre 1 am glaj to he hen iliiiweil. 

A.; artist like Mr. ^ ea(s, wh.oe main work has 
been in portraiture, must often linJ him.sclf before. 

t*7 
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sitters with whom he has little sympathy, and 
all expect to find portraits which do not intere^ 
us, beesnise the interpreter has been at fault, ani^ 
has tailed in his vision. With the born craftsman^^ 
who always f>i\cs us beautiful brushwork, we do^; 
not expect these inequ.ilities, but with Mr. Yeats*^ 
teehnicai power not the most prominent char-" 
acteristic. lie liroods or dreams over his sitters,-^ 
and his meditation alwajs tends to the discovery’ 
of some spiritual or intellectual life in them, or. 
some hidden charm in the n.itiire, <ir soniethin{» to ’ 
love ; and it' he fiiuK wh.it he seeks, w'c arc sure^ 
not alw.iys of .i Lomplcti" picture, biit t»f a poetic- 
illumination, .i uvel-ition of (.h.ir.uter, a secret, 
sweetness for winch we fi>riiive the weakness dt 
inde».ision nwiiifest here and there, .ind w'hiih are-' 
relics of the hfiurs before the final svrety wras 
attained. 

I tlo mit know what Mr. Ye.its’ philosophy* 
t»f life i*-, but in his work lie h.is beer, over- 
mastered bv tin* •^pim »)f his rate, and he belongs 
to tho-i* who from tiu- earliest il.iwn of Ireland"^ 
h.ivc sought for the 1 leart’s Desire, and who have- 
refined .uvay the W'orld, until only fragments . 
remaineil to them, 'fhey have not acceptedV 
life as it is, a>iil Mr. Ve.its c('iiM ni>i p.iint lik6‘ 
RevnoKls or homney tin btuiity «tf every day 
in its best attire. He is liie the In-h poets who*, 
have rarelj left a complete dcserij'tion -f women, •- 
but who s{vak ol some iransitor} jU(;tion or fragile^ 
charm — “ a thin palm like tbam of the sea,” ” tu 
white body,” or in such vuguc phrases, until ^ 
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a spirit is praised and not flesh and blood. 
>t remember the ( ices of' women and children in 
^s pictures where everything is blurrcvl or ob- 
Jficured, save f'a«.es which have a nameless charm. 
'They look at you with loiig-remcmbercd gl.inces 
out of the brooding hour of twiliyht, out of reverie 
'and dream. It is the iiiddcn iTcart which looks 
out, and we love iheie w<jmen and chiKlren for 
this, tor surely the heirt’s vktire is its own secret. 

His portraits of men have kindred qualities, 
and the magniiicent jiicture of John O’! /C.iry shows 
him at his best. It i- itself a simbol of the 
movement of winch O’ix'ary was the J.ist great 
represeiit.it ive. 'I'he s',(.ly p.itnar*,hal he.id of 
rthc old chief is the- he.; : of the idealist, so sure of 
his own tiuth that ne itnist act, ind, if need 'i be, 

, become ]^he iiurtvr fo:' !<is ideal, liur the delicate 
hands are not the h.inds of an empire-breaker. 
This portrait wiil pr'i’uiily t;., 1 its l.isr re-.ttiig- 
place in the Naf(>»i.d ( i.illery. wltere, with a curioui 
irony, the (jovi'-'iine'.t pl.u.es the porrr.iit-' of the 
dead rebels who ga\c its state -.tnen many an 
anxious day aiul many a nightmare; and si) ir 
will go on, pcrha|is, until the contempKition of 
’these pictures inspires some hoy with an equal or 
beticr head and a stronger hand, and then — . 

But to re* urn to Mr. Yeats. Some iMrlier 
pictures show him atteinptiiig to p.iint direi.tlv the 
idcil worlil of romance and poetry ; yet interesting 
■fts these .ire, they do not convey • he same impn-ssion 
of mystery as the pictures of to-d.iy. liuleeii, the 
light seen behind or through a veil is alway's more 



70 IMAGINATIONS AND REVERIES- 

suggestive than the unveiled light. It may be,. 
th.it the spirit is a tornilcss breath which pervades, 
tbrni, and it is letter revealed as a light in the. 
eyes, as a brimdinu: expression, than bv the choice 
ot' .incient d.n ■. .ind otlvr-world subjei.ts, where, 
the sh.ipes lan be niiuiUed to ide.il forms by the 
ariistV will. However if is, it is cerMiii that 
Millet, iJie re.ili-.f, is more spirifu.il th.iii Moreau 
or Ihirnc-loncs for all their .luli.iic dcoen ; and 
Mr. ^ e.ifs, who, ,is his king (loll shows, might, 
h.ive been a tifcat roiii.intis paintt ■, lus probably 
ihoscn visely, atu! has p.iinted m*ire memorable 
pivliirLs ,}iai) il he h..ii gone back the fair} kind 
of C'eltic iiivili'.l 'liv . 

'lo turn fn iii \e.its to I lone is to turn fronf- 
the lighted hearth to the wildermss. Humanity 
is \er\ tar awa\, or is hiidalid up uinler im- 
mense skies, where it .seems of less importance 
than the loik*'. I'hc earth on whuh nun h.ive 
lived, where the work of tluir li.itul i* ividciit, 
with .ill the 'entimen: ol'lhe presence of man, with 
smoke arisin” from I'umlvrless homes, is foreign 
to \lr. Hone. The moiisitrs of tJie primeval’ 
world niiiiht sprawl on his rl'ck^, for ail the. 
evidence of lapse of time since tluir ckiy. in many ■ 
of his pit. tore.. He, l< s ha '•eiii evl ivv.iy his 
Wi;rld until oiiiv fraumciii • of the en.h tenuin to 
him where he .. .n vlrc.ini ; .uiii rhi i- aie waste 
pJ.Kes, vvlurc the ^alt of i-u s. i I m «hc wind, 
and the ski*.s aie cirey and \'ip* ui-liden, or the’., 
intoleratde vastness and h.iu'Jiness of oim twjligkts■^ 
are over Icve' saiuli.. \\ ivitevvr else he paints is'- 
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.devoid of its proper interest, for he seems to impose 
on the Ciirtle in the fields and i)!) the hahirahtc 
places a sentiment alien to rlu-ir nature. J le has 
a mind with l>iit one impre'»M\e inootl, and his 
spint is ne\er kiiu!k\I, -..ive in the '■•itiitv where 
none intnule ; liiit in lii*- own doin.iin he is a 
master, and is alwa\> sine of hini'-elf a'ul his etfci t. 
There is no tetit.iti\e, nndeu'iie briishw«i'‘'iN., such 
as we ofte/i sie in the '■untie si inh for the nn- 
re\ealed, whith niaUis or mars Mr. M'ats’ work. 
He i'' at home in his peN. iili.tr woild, while the 
other is .ilwais -ei-kiii ■ .'<.i ir. 

“A >uiisit on M •lahidii SituU” shows a 
greatir inii.niir\ ih.i- 1-. n-.iiil lmii in N*r. In tie’s 
■ work. 'I hi'R Is -.OH'. I. Ill'; thriliiiiL in rnis twili'.;ht 
trein'ilinj o\ir the x’.- -ei ii.i wo-kl. I*iiilo,ophics 
ma\ I yive \er\ wil* 'u tlie hitun.-]ooiii. sa\s 
Whitman, .ind not poue .it .ill inuier the sk\ and 
srar^. Iheliin-. lil.iwse m.!. lieantiful tn a 

t,aller\, \i‘t lo..k ilu'i 'iid iinieii wheie, willi .1 turn 
ol tlie Ik .Ilk •■ne i-iilil l.'ok oin at r' piituies 
created hour aftet Inni,- In the M.ister of the 
Heanlifiil ; h-it there is some m.iL'ii in »his lision 
nude ii|' of e'emeiii.il li^ht, li.irkness, and loneli- 
iies., and we feel awed as if wi knew the .spirit was 
hidden in 1 Ils iis.i-ks lint pri'iMtiii as this pemliar 
world Is, .iiid n mote fi''nn liiim niiix, it i-. jus; here 
w«* find 1 hiun.in revelation ; fi.i is not .ill arr a 
symbol of the creative niiiu'. and if we wer. wise 
enough vve vvotihl understand that in .in the hithi 
oil every vloud, and the ilear ^p.ltes .ibo-e i!ie 
cloud, and the -diadows of the earth beneath are 
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made out of the lights, infinitudes, and shadow&> 
of the soul, and are selected from nature bccauSQq 
of some correspondence, unconscious or half felt.b 
But the-^e things belong more to the psychr)logj of * 
the artist’s mind than to the appreciation of their 
work. I have •^aid enough, I Injpe, to attnict to. 
the work of fhe'«e artists, in a mood of true under- 
standing, those who would like to believe in the 
existence in Ireland of a genuine art. b'or ignored 
ard uncared for as art is, we have stmic name's to , 
be proud of, and <if these Mr. Veats and Mr. 
Hone are foremost. 


1 (pi. 



AN Ain'isr OF GAKLIC IRl.I.AM) 

Tiih an of 1 I<»m‘ .iiul fho elder while in 

spirit filled ^^itll .i sentiineiu which was the ]'>er- 
&i*«ter.ce of atuienr mofiis itu»i niodern tiiiies, still 
has not the external i ha-atteristits of (laeldoni ; 
but l(.okinu at the pi^riiies of the )oun'icr ^ eats 
it seemed to nii th .1 fi.r the fir<t time w'e had 
* something wldeh mi'l.i Ik called altonethcr ( laelie. 
The ineonipletetuss i/ the ske'ihes susiuests the 
term “Jolk ” a-, ext'res^uit* e\actl}* the inspiration 
of this \er\ Genuine a/t. U e ha\e had abundance 

of Iri*-!! fnlk-liire, but we knew nc'thiny of folk- 
art until 'he fiyiires t'f Jatk Yeats fii-st romped 
into oiir ima'j'iation i few \ears ai»o. It was the 
folk-feeliii.n lit up l>\ jreniiis and interpieted by 
love. It was not, and is now less than e\er, the 
patronaee bestowed by the inlellecrn.ii artist tui 
the evidently pieUiresque forms of a life below his 
own. 

I suspect Jaek Yeats thinks the life of the 
Sli^o fishe'rman is as j>o('el a inelliod of life as any, 
and th.it he eoiild share it Tim a lon^ time without 
be'in{> in the least elesirous of a return to the 
comfortable life of e'unvcn.'ion. '1 he iianic of 
Doucias 1 Ivde suL'irests itself to me as a litenirv 
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parallel. TIksc sketches have all the prodij^lity ’ 
of invention, the e\iiher.ince of gesture, and the 
animation of “ 'f'he ’JVi'.riiiii of the K<ipe,” and 
the poitry is of as high tn- higher .in order. In the 
dr.iwing i.,ille»l “ \Iidsiinimer I’ac” there is a 
nusrer\ \vlii*.h is not nu-reh the mvsterx of night 
and hludow. It is riie ni\sier\ of the jiiiiigling of 
spiiit viih sjiiiii v.hiih issiiggested In the si.lit.iry 
figure with flee ii[itiirnei.l to the sr.irs. W’e have 
.ill iiicjiiories t*j' Mich sutnii'er nights when into 
the ihirinevl hem fills the etuh.mi-.'i'nt we tall 
antieiit, though the d.ns ha\e no fell-'Ws, nur vill 
e\er li.i\t .in\, wlien tht e.’rth glows with the 
dusky hut’s ot rttl. -otteiy, .iiul the st.n-s, i.n- with- 
dr.iwti into fuT\ .dtirudes, tluite with i g.'iety 
whith is mure tieniendous anil ole:nn t!i.;n .my 
repose. I'he night of this piiture is ste'.v. d in 
siieh a drtani, and I know net whetlur ii i > t <in- 
nuinit.ired, or a feil'n" .irisirg in nn'elr'; '»ut 
there seenis evirwhi re in it the hriailiin'.' ol Hfe, 
siihtle, eMilrinl, penet • .ring, li i' n'iit.i\ed in 
till mood of.i'Vi .iiid I r. \er, whith m.dtes Miller’s 
piituri’s as religious as .in\ "hith e\ei iiiing >i\cr 
the altar, lor sureK the “ Aiigeliis ” is one I'f the 
most s|.iri<ual of pittures, iln-ugii ih. in.i'Mits 
how their he.iils . nd worshi s in .i I-- not lunlt 
with h.imls. i d 1 not, of n ..r,e, ioi'.| ue orher- 
wise than in the mood the ‘ Mil's- ■ i-m-*- l,\t’ ” 
to siiih .1 in.ist'Toitee ; Imi ih'.-i. i. a kinship 
iHfveen the Iieauty revtMh-il it. gn -i a. il in little 
things, and out tln^nght turns trosn the stai*£> to 
the flowers with no feelin*- of descent into un 
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■iilien world. But this mood is rare in life as in 
art, and it is only oL‘c:isu)n.i]ly that the younyer 
Yeats becomes the inlerpreter of rhe spiritu.ility of 
the pe.is.int. fie is more often the recorder of 
the extniv.ioant energies of the r.«c e-course and 
the m.irket-pl.iv e, where he finds lurded tc'^elher 
all the j;rotcsi]iie humours of \\i-r Irish life. 

We reco'aiii/.e his hciures .is di'iiiudc Irish. 
Here the old. rollick'ino Lever at\d l.o\cr t)pe of 
Irishmen re.'ppe.ir, hut lim.' like the \erv ilevil, 
with fi«.e. sit in tin- I.i .• n'l.isy of i.ipid motion, 
'ritcre is an cvee*- ol eneruy in these finioiis 
riders', 'hie h .ihiio- 1 '_i' IS tium.tsc nbolii ih.iruter. 

I he\ 'leem to ride I'li s,.me passion ite biisiiU's 
of the soel i.ithci ti'i- tor in_\ ir.insitorc i‘\cile- 
inent o: the b.id.\. be'id.e these wtlii horse- 

men tlic'e are iptiet .iH.I lo-.ely fttiuics hk^ “ .\ 
Mother i.r the I'o- ■ holdall: her vi'.d.i to her 
briM't in .m op.desi. m.c ('ciii- 1:, thr'iu'^h which 
the l>o.it lha' .a"i'-> iuT nio\is. 'I m-re .ire 
alw.i'.' I.ir.;e.ii. i tiiili'e outlines, whi.h si!^_;est ih.ir 
if jack ^e.lts h.id more yiaiidiiose .iinlntiops he 
iniciht h.oe Inen the Millet of In.sh r111.1l life, intf 
he IS too nuieh tin- symbiih t, h.itini* all but 
cssemi.ils, to elumr.ite his .irt. 

In vritoi': of j.iik 't e.Us mint' m mu-r be mjtle 
i.fh s black .ind white ci'trk, w.'iich .it its be has .1 
primitive intc 11 .ir\. 'I he lines h.ivea kitnl ofLothie 
Hualily, remindin'* 'ine of ii!** rude ■.•ln.'in-.^tlie 
lit*'’'' and lines oi some lull .'irbaitan eatheiral. 
'fhey .ire very e\pressi\v’ .ind never undecided. 
The artist alwavs knows what he is iroint^ to do. 



'76 iMAGINA'ftONS AMJ'BifiVEKllEir 

** 

There is no doubt he has a clear image before him 
when he takes up pen or brush. A strong will is 
alw.iys ilircLting the strong linos, forcing them to 
repeat an image present to the inner eye. In his, 
early }c.ir.s Jack li[ear» loafed about the quays at 
Sligo, and we may be sure he was at all the races, 
and paid his penjiy to go into the side-shows, and 
see the freaks, the Rit W <jinan and the tikelcton 
Man. It was probably at this perioil ot his lite he 
w.i'i captured by pirates of the Sp.inish M.un. My 
reinemhranie of Irish loiinty town' at tlut time 
is that no literature ri')urisheJ eveej't the I’enny 
Dreadful and the local press, j m..y be doing 
Jack '^'e,lts in inj'istice when hailing him at the 
lieginiii'ig of a l.eeiiuting cireer 1 >tr .mspeet 
a long background of L^'iinv Dreadfuls behind it. 

ow else could he h.tvc drawn his pirates r ' 'hey 
ai the only pirates in art who ni.inifest the true 
pride, glory, bcMuty, and terror of their calling .is 
the romantic heart of childhood conceive-> i-l it. 
The pirate has been lifted up to a strange kind 
of poetry in some ot J.ifk Ve.its’ pictures. I 
remember one cMlled “ alk tiu Jan ' The 
solemn tlieatrical faee, lifteii up to the blue sky 
in a last farewell to the wild vvorhl ami its h.wless 
frc*c\lom, liaunted me lor di)s. 'I'hire wa^. also 
a pen-and-ink dr .wing 1 wi-.ii I could i -produce 
here. A y«iung bucc.ineer, ‘-pleiuUd iji evil bravery, 
le.u|ed .icross a b.u' where a stiange, Ivastb , little, 
old, withered, nit-like figure w.is drawi:ig the drink. 
Tlie little figure was like a devil with tlic soul all 
concentrated into malice, and the w'hole picture 
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'affected one with terror like a descent into some 
' ferocious human hell. 

In all these figures, pirates or peasants, there 
is an ever present sufreestion of poetry ; it is 
in the skies, or in the distance, or in the 
colours ; und these people who lau^h in the 
fairs will have after hours as solemn as the 
quiet star-f>.r/er in the “ Midsummer I'A'c.” This 
poctr\' is e^■ident in the oddest ways, and escapes 
analws, so ehiMve aiul so oriyinal is it, as in the 
“Street of Show* ’’ NothinL’ at first thought 
seems mure hopcK-ssly remote from poetry l lan 
the country cirai-, with its lurid poster-, of the 
(Jiaiit S4h«'«)li;irl, the Petrified M.iti, and the 
Mermaid, all in o-.)nii urliuht ; hut the heart 
rairies with if it- wn mood, and this flarin.u scene 
has iiyilerL'one ‘ ue indefinite tran*formatioP It) 
theaU'heiu' nt's.-i'iii , iiui it as -umes tlie vliaratter 
of a fairy tile \raht>n Niyliis J*'ntertainment 
imagined in the finta-tii dreams of clvKihood. 
The sleei'v di'oi keeper is a olilin or itiome. 
Perhaps the i.hann of it all i-. that it i^ eMdently 
illusion, for when the he.irf is stroni n Its own 
surety it can look out on the world, and smile on 
thin!{s wliii would he uneiulurahle if felt to he 
pcrminent, knowini' thev are onlv dreams. 

Many of these sketches liavc a lariicness imo-t 
a nolnliry, of conception, which is, I thin a {^ift 
from father to son. “ At ter the T larvest’s ved ” 
is somethinj; elemental. The “ Post-e.u *suu^- 
gests the horses of the sun, or the slage-ctKich 
in Dc Ouiuccy’s extraordinarj' dream, when the 
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opium hnd finally rioted in his brain, and trans- 
formed lii-j &ta{re-coach into a chariot carrying 
new* of some everlasting ^ictory. Blake has said 
“ e\iil>crance is yenius,” and (here is an excess of 
eiieryj or ]vassi«.)n, or a dilation of the forms, or a 
peace deeper than mere (piierude in the figures of 
Mr. Yeats’ pictures, whieh give (hem that sjni- 
bolic character whiih yeniii.s alw.ijs impresses on 
its works. 

'I'he ei/louriny grows better every year; it is 
moi e varied and purer. It is sometime* sonibrc, as 
in the tragie and dram.itie “ Simon llse Cvrenian,” 
am mieii *uh and fiowerlikv*, nut alv..:vs 
charged with -emiment. and there i^ .i curious 
fitnc's in it eveii when it is evidenllv unreal. 
These blues and purples and jule u et ns— what 
crowd ever seemed cl.ul in such twilight cojoiirs 
And yet we accept it as n.itural, tor this , p.il- 
cacence is .ilw.i's iji the mist-l.uli’ii lir of the We^t; 
it enters itit«» the soul to-d.i\ as it did inti, the 
sou! of the ancient ( .'ael, wiio tailed it lldathaih 
— the nunv-coloureil L.nd; it become^ part of 
the atniO'phere of the mimi ; .md 1 think Mr. 
Yeats me.ms here to e<prt s, In one of the inven- 
tions of genius, th.it this dim radiant coloiuing 
of his figures is .-he fitting simlml of tiie lairj- 
l.md which is in iheir hearts 1 Ji.ive in it f.*lt so 
envious tif any an' t’s gift fm a Ion!* pme ; noi 
envy of his privver of expressii,.>, bit* of hts n-ay of 
seeing things. \\ • are all seekiin to-.l.iy for 
some glimpse of the f.iirvland our i.irhers knev!i’ ; 
but all the fairylands, the bilver Cloud W'orld, 
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■ the Tirnanojjc, the Land of Heart’s Desire, rose 
like dreams out f)f the luiman st)ul, and in tracking 
them there Mr. ^’e.its has been mure hjrtiinatc 
than us all, for he has u)me to the truth, perlups 
hardl) LOiiSLiuus of it hiiiisell. 



“ ULSTER ” 

AN OPKN Ll-nCR TO MR. RUDYARO Ktl’MN'O 

I SPiiAK to you, hrothoi, bccau>!c jcii h.iw spoken 
to me, or r.ither you have spoken tor me. [ am 
a native <»f So far back as 1 ^an irate the 

f.iith of my foiefathers they htlJ the faith for 
whose free oIim’i xmiicc you are afraid. 

F call \oii brother, for so far .is I am known 
beyond the circle «>rmy personal fiiends ir is as a 
poet. We arc not a nunurous tribe, but the 
w'orld has lield us in honour, because on the whole 
in poetri' is found the highest .ind siniere&i utter- 
ance of man's spirit. In this manner of speaking 
if a man is nrit •■Inccie his speech betrajeth Jiini, 
tor all true poetri' was written on the Mount of 
'rransfiyuration, and there is revelation in it and 
the min.ulini^ «if he.i\en and earth. I am jealous 
of the honour uf poetry, ind I jealou- of the 
good name of me Lountn, .oid 1 am 'mpelled by 
both emotions to speak to \ou. 

.You have bkiod of our lacc in you, and you 
may, perhajrs, have some knowledge of Irish 
sentiment. You have offended against one A 
our noblest literary traditi-ms in the manner in 

So 




5which you have puhlished your thought**. You 
jl^begin by quoting Scripture. You preface your 
/verses on Ulster by words from the mysterious 
^oracles of hun.inity at* if you had beeji iiifl.nncd 
"" and inspired by the pn^phet of (lod ; and you go 
on to sing of faith in peril and patriotism betrued 
and the danger of death ami oppression In those 
who do murder In night, which thini:s^ if one truly 
feels, he speaks of without consitler.ition of com- 
merce or w'hat it shall pmfit him to sjuMk. IJiit 
you, brother, have withheld jiair fe.irs for v)ur 
coiustr\ a»ul mint vot'i they eoulil ^ield voii a 
proht in xwn ^.fintinents. \fier all this high 
speech ab*iut the 1 or%* and the h«Mir of national 
p darkness it shucks n.e to find tl'i'- following jour 
verse •> : *“ G»p\ii,:lited in H'e I'liiieJ States of 
America 1>\ Keib iid. Kiplin;;/' are not in 

W'ant. ^’ou ate the moa successful man ot letters 
of your time, an.i nt imi *'iv not ab*ne making 
profit c>i.r of the perils ot your ^ i«i ajv 

the lordiv spc*i\ h nf the pri>phet', and \'iii corKliidc 
b) warning e\er\b)Jy ni»t to leprint \i>iir wor-ls 
at tlicir i^erik In [relanJ evety jioel we honour 
has deJic.iteii his tienius to his coimtrv without 
gain, ijid hi»« i:i\cn wirhfuil stint, wirhoul any 
niuJi.ii'dly w'ithhoklinj .1 of his Loft when hi- n ition 
W'as in il irk atul e\il daAs. N*»t on** i^f mir writi i-., 
when dee|’»l\ mined alumi Ireland, has tried to 
sell the gift of the spirit, ‘''ou, brother, hint me 
• when y*»u declare \oiir pr i tipie'^, md dei.iare*ji 
rtividcnd to yourself out of your patriotism 'ipenly 
and at the same time. 


G 
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T would not rcnson with you, but that I know 
there is minethintr truly great and noble in you, 
aiui there have been htnirs when the immortal 
in you seiured your inunorfalitj in literature, 
whtn Mill leased to sff life with that hard tine- 
maiogiapli eje ot’ji'un., and saw with the eyes of 
tlie spirit, and power and temlerneis and insight 
were mixed in magieal t-de**. But lou were far 
from the innermost wlien )ou wrote of" my 
eoiintrvmen as you did. 

i haw lixetl all jny life in Ireland, hedding a 
different fdth fmm ili.it held by the inaiorit). 1 
know lixli.ii' a-, lew Irishmen kno" it, lounty by 
eoiinti, for I tr’velled all o\er Ireland for rears, 
aiul, ldx,-i.r inai. as 1 am, and pro’id of the I'lstcr- 
pcopli, I relent the erowninn of I ■L.ier with all 
the tirtiKs iuul the diMni>«sal of oiher Irishmen as 
thieies and roiibers. 1 re.sent the iruehv with 
whieh ^oll, a straniicr, ‘peak of the loiai)! ■ and 
kindly people I kiMW. 

You are not iven aiinr.ite in lour history 
when \ou ■ pe.ik or 1 'Kter's ir.ulitioii'. and the 
blood our f..refarluT'- spilt. 0\er a unlurv ago 
Idsfer wr. till “Trono and f.ist plan of n hellion, 
and it was in IMst-j that tin \ olunteers stood 
I'csid.e lluir e.einon .md wiiui.t the 'jift of poli- 
tical freiilom for the In-.- I’.irii iinom. You are 
blund'‘ri'iL! in i air Manic. You speik of Irish 
greed in J know nor wh.it i imui*"iii, i nless you 
spcik ot the w.i. waijed ovir flu Itm' ; and ycr» 
y>ai ought to know' lh.it b.ith par.ies in l.ngland 
have by Atl after Act emfessid the abhoiute 
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justice and rightness of that agitation, LTnionist 
no less than Liberal, and both boast of their share 
in answerini; the Irish appeal, 'fhey arc both 
proud to-day of wh.il the) did. 'rhi-\ made 
inquirx into A\roiig and reilresscd it. Hut vou, 
it seeiii'i, e.in •jnh feel sore and aiiurv that intolcr- 
able CDn.lirion? i?npi>-eJ hy VDur laws were nor 
borne in p.i'ieiKe anJ -»ileiue. Imu' vliat p.irt} 
do you ^peak : W liar p«»liticMl id. al iiiNpires \i)u ? 
W'heii an Iri- hinaii li.is a ‘^riewnee y»»ii sjnire him. 
How diffeiviuli wf'ul I \i*ii h s\i- wriri'ni of ULin»i\ ■ 
mc<le arul th ‘ \ali'r men v!io Telvlkd vlien 
o|’»pressed. ^lai v.-i'l \ haw Mi.ivle lu roe^- out (»*' 
then. Hue \ou r.o let'*, alier iJnnii?in 

p th* rebels in lour ■ \.'i ni^lo*!, lo -\i..p.ilhi/e \vilh 
i»ti'.er jcl.el*. siiiVen*’- * i!e(*pti' wroie*'* r (.'an yni 
nf»t see deeper ini.i rl.e iti.iMM- Tor jebelli*»M than 
the hireline re|Miiiei' wIkj i- M-nr ro m.ike up a lase 
lor the papei iil a pa'n ? i h !'• ’ i.iet^ in 1 'I'-ter, 
the IksI (’muni-*, in IrJaik! \mII noi !v 'inreful 
to \ou for iibellim* theii counirimtii in \(«ur 
ver^e. Ur the truth he known, the in.is^ 

of Irish I'himii'.ts are inikli moo in |(p\e with 
Ireland than wirli J'jiuland, Ihei think Iri^h 
Nationalists are inisraken, .aid tlie\ rie-M with 
them and u-e hard wm\iw .nid all ilie to-ie ihe\ 
beleve irishmen j'f .iin .ire beiicr in the 

sif,'ht t)f (I'od than h nL'IisInnen. 'I'lk\ think 
Ireland is tlie Iksr coiinrr; -n the world to h'. e in, 
and tlie\ hate to hear lri‘h peopU sp .t,v n o»* as 
iiiiinlerers and urceJy stoi'ikiiel'i. Mu*\:eivrs ! 
Why, there it more niurdtr dune in .my four 
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English shires in a year than in the whole> 
of the four provinces of Ireland ! Greedy I* 
The Nation never accepted a bribe, or took’ 
it as an equivalent or payment for an ideal, 
and what bribe would not have b«*en offered 
to Ireland if it had been willing to forswear its 
traditions. 

T am a person whose whole being goes into a 
blaze at the thought <'f oppression of f aith, and yet 
I think my Catholic eountiynieii more tolerant 
tnan those who hoKl the faitli I was liorn in. I 
uni a heretic judged bv their Maiuiards, a heretic 
who has w t itten and niui. Iio hercsie'- and 

I have never suffered in friendship or fouiul my 
here'-u'j an ob^t ■ le in life. I set mv knowledge, 
the knowledge of a lifetiive, against ynir ignorance, 
atul I s.iy you have used your genius to do Ireland 
and its people a wrong. Vc-ii have intervened in 
a quarrel of vvhiih you ilo not know the nivrits 
like any br.iwling Inilly who p.i'so, .oid only 
takes sides t> use his strength. If there was a 
high Loiirt of jioctrv, and those- in power jealous 
of the nt'iile inme of poi t, and that none should use 
it sav'C those who were truly Knight ' the Jloly 
(ihost, they would h.uk the g lilen spu’-s from 
your heels .uu' turn you 'Uit ol he Court. You 
had the ear of tfie world .led you poisi ned it with 
prejudice and ignoiance. ;'ou havt tlic jicivvcr-of 
song, and )ou have .ilways u ed it « leh ilf of the 
sttong against rh ■ wT.ik. on h.r mitten with 
all your might at cre.itiires who are fniil on earth 
but mighty in the heavens, at generosity, at truth, 



« ULSTER *» 85 

4t justice, and heaven has withheld vision and 
power and beauty from you, for this your verse is 
but a shallow newspaper article made to rhyme. 
Truly ou^ht the golden spurs to be hacked frrmi 
your heels and )uu be thrust out of the Court. 

1012. 



TliK SIMUITl.TAr- CONFLICT 

PROPUrJK' 

1 AM ti}lJ when ;i is fired il recoiN with .ilinost 
.IS niiuh :i'* uri»es lorw.n'd iSie prujeLiile. 

It is ihe iriunip ' ol’ ihe niilitLirv eiiLiineer thsit 
he .innei[\iles .pki provide'! J'or th<s recoil when 
desiiinini* the we.ipon. Nations prepare tor war, 
but dc> not, ;is the military engineer in his sphere 
doe^, provide tor the ri*coii tin society. It is 
ditficult to foresee cle.irl\ what Will h.ip.nen. 
IM-^sihle tliani^es in territor\, etoiioniU i .‘suits, 
the etFeit tin .i sxiLi.il f>rder receive n'lisider.uion 
while war is Inina waacvl. Hut how war may 
afFeit our inrcIhLiual ami spiritu.il life is not 
always apparent. Material vutorics are often 
sjiiritiial di teals. History has record of n.ition- 
alirii*s whieli vvre dcstiiAcd a** I <ause- whoso 
Fohowvrs w'crc oxerliorne, \et they Jel' their ideas 
behind them as .i L*lory i . the and tht*se 
iiiLarnated anew in the inind.s iii the nquerors, 
Ivieas are tl'injis wImlIi can only i»e e«»fi(juercd bv^ 
a {greater beauty or intellectual power, and they 
arc never more powerful than when they do not. 
come threatening us in alliance with ph)rrcal 
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'forces. I have no doiil>t there are many to-day 
who watch the cloud over Europe as we may 
imaf>inc some Israelite of old ira'/ina on that .iwfui 
cloudy pillar wherein w.is the I-oid, in hope or 
fear tor some revelaiion of the spirU hidileti in 
cloud aiul hre. \\ hat iilea is hiiUien in the iier\ 
pillar which moves j'ver Lairope ? \N hat form 
will it asMime in its m inile.statio]i r How will 
it exercise dominion u\er the spirit? \\ hatever 
idea is most powerful in rhe world nni a draw to 
it the intelleel and ''piiit of humanity, ukI it will 
be n oiiarch o\er thei- minds either In reason of 
their love or hite fi-i ii. It is more true ti say 
w'c mii't think ot t;i. most powertul than t«> s.iy 
• we must love th* h'^'n -t, bes. u^e even the blind 
can feel power, while u is rar- to have vision of 
hiyh th'jius. 

A little I'Vii- a wiitiiry 1 o al: rhe nee.lles of 
beiivj pi.inte.l !•> It.mci. A |•l..lillar iiiamlesM- 
rion 'if (he d''mou.i:.t idea iiau bi-eo»ne the most 
powerful tiling in llse worhi oi iimral I'frees. It 
w'eiit on iiuiitiplvinj imaiiis of icM If m men’s 
luiitils ihioiiuh ifteT jtenerations ; .-lul, ineaii.e 
thoiijiht, like 'natter, is sulaeM to the laws of 
action .mil ivauion, whiili indeed is the onlv s.ifc 
basis for jM'ophee'v, this idea ineviiablv fnu'Kl ii'e I 
opl'iisfd by .1 lonirarv idea in ih • wmld. I’o-day 
:iit rhe »u‘edle-) of beiiii; point to (leTinaiiv, wli'-re 
(he apjMrition i»f the ort’.ai ./.eJ .■sure is mamtest 
v‘th ewry f.'etor, roree, .iikI enftv eo-i'r.lin.Ued, 
so that the* M.ire niijtht move m triads .md vei Jiave 
the swift fiecdom of the .ithletie iudividiral. 'I'Jie 
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idea that the State exists for the people is countered 
by the idea that the individual exists for tJic State, 
h'rance in a viideiit reaction found itself doniiiia:cd 
by a L\esar. ( I'enn.iny may lind itself without a 
Cxsar, but with a social deiniKracy. 

lint, if it does, will the: iilea Europe is lighting 
be coiiijiK-red ? W.is the I'rench idea conquered 
either by t!ie J:luropean confederation lAHhout or 
bv NajHileon within ? It invaded men's minds 
ever) u lure ; ind in few countrlf' did the dein«»- 
cratic ideas opeiale mure powerful!) than in these 
islands, where the State was a nio't vle>erni’:ied 
antaLuniist ‘>t rieir material manitesiations in 
l''raiu>‘. The f..rman idea lus sutruieiu power 
to unite the flee minds of half tiu world aj^ainst 
it. ihit is 11 iiiji .tlre.ul) iiiwultng. .ind W'ill it 
not still Ml' ‘re inxade. the minds ol ruieis ? All 
(iovernments are aueiist kinsmen of e.ieli i»ther, 
anil disi.revilv imitate each other .n pijh v wlierf' 
it m:n co'idiice to powvi or ellii'iencv. J’he 
cffieie’ne) of tlu‘ h-jhl) or^.iiii/evl Slate as a 
\ehiele tor ihe in inite-tati"n o'l power muit ii.-ilay 
be sinkiiiL' into the mouis ‘tf iJiose u'hr> ouiJi,- fhe 
dc'stinies of laec-s. i'he State in tiiese islands, 
before a jc.ii of w'lr lui' pa-scd, iias already 
assumed eoiitu 1 over mii"Js oj iiiduurial enter- 
prises. 'Ihe baek-wash 'f greal vvars, their 
revution wiihi’i the nadonai i'eii’:» alic.' iivolongcd 
evternal effort, i-. >oeial disiurbaiue ; and it setmis 
clear th it the S^ate* will be unable easily, .ifter th.s ' 
war, to relax its autocratic power. I'here may 
come a time when it wouK. be possible fur it lo Jo 
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so ; but t]ic habit of ovcrlordship will have grown, 
'here will be who will wi'^h it to grow still 

.Tiorc, aiul .1 thousand reason ^ can be fouiul why 
the m.istery o\ei' n.ition.il org.iniy.itii»ns s||ihiK 1 be 
rel.ixeil Inif little. Ihe reioil oti society after the 
war will be alnio-t as jiowerl'ul a** the energy 
expeiuict! in itaitiicr; tiul our p('htiv.a1 engineers 
will have to I'pnide for the retoil. IJy the 

anal(>g\ of the I'ruiih Uevolution, b\ what we 
\ l.KC' til l.i’ , ii ''C'cni' ? itV ro prcplusv 
thu tJif* \m! 1 in«»ro Juiriinint over 

jliv uvs i>l i] lit tliii.' j'.vT hc*o*i: 

i.'i «t ijiMiTi r .)# . .'opirT I'uTt iv’!l IvirJlv 

H... 'iiist Ml 1 111 lil^ V- 

iiu'iil, ill- will -.1 l.v VK nf tit'ihi* 

oriMni/i-il >\AX*\ l.f ij* I ii.i.vi (i. I'liv i* .i»ui in 
10 * it .'.s ihi! :i.» . ;s.lvii'. I’-in s m rsi^ life. 

Kn i»ii til 11 it ki!iov« ,• ii'Li' \>\ n-.it iiu-r lUU't- \v 111 
* - (iiiui-rncj .'Kill- '.'id sin-u- '•'.** ihv lia[un,.: ^il 
* i.ii.nMjri' .'!■ r!u (i'pmi ihir \ti in»* iliiiUi- 
uhcN- I'l'i- ^t/i- 1: dc \vi;!i tiu' 

. *»l men, ilu 1 'id !!■ iivMimr »crd‘ l*' 

jt f»niu pur-oDti! i* d ; rlic i-nti' nji:- a 

iliiuj ‘oml; al'«)iii ruUurc, aiul ilu- 

ar*. ; liic ilL.ii \\\V^ liw- i’.* ]m\ nr 

jUiM'j]', i in it^idu.il iiluTiSf- *.! 

and tlioii^iu. Few conain liKm-.elve'^ wiih the 
haraecer cf the Stare. IJiu wIum \t '-i:! \ r\ an 
'nmiprc'.i.nt overlord, on.:.ini/aM'.: .ird d.'retfjiu 
le'' and i'uliisrry, then the indiviiii:al MLU;Mi.itioii 
niUbt he dirc\teJ to that collective 'ife and power. 
For one writer lo-day concerned with politicb 
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wc may expect to find hundreds enpraged in a 
passionate attempt to create the new god in their 
own image. 

'Phis may seem a far-fetched spciulirinn, but 
not to those who see h *w thruinjli fhe ec'iitiirics 
hiiin.mitv has oscill.ited like a pcndulinn betwixl 
oppoiing iileals. '1 he greatest reaitions have 
been from solid.irily to libertj and Innn liberty 
to soliilarity. 'I’he reliyious solid, iiitv of l-'.iirope 
in the Miiliile Ages was broken ’i\ a passionate 
desire in the heaia of millions tor libertv of 
thoii'iht. A naction rari-l\, if ew’". lirmus p> ople 
back to .1 p'de .ieserted centiirii-s before. The 
eomi.iL: solid.irn , is fhe domination of f lie St.it e ; 
and to speinl.ite whethei ihit auain will be broken 
up by a new religious m.ivement wouKi be to 
specukite without utilitv. \\ hat we oo>'hl to 
re.ili'/e is that the-.e reactions take place wtl.in «,ne 
being, hunianin, and indicate eternal dc 'le* '>f 
the soul. '1 hc‘v St. .--i to uri*e on iis rhe* itiea rliat 
there is a j’leron’a, or hum in fullness, in w Inch the 
opposites ni.i\ be reciiKiled, and th.it the divine 
event to which we ar.- moving is a state in which 
there will be c..sential freedom combined with an 
org.iiiic uniii. At fhe last •■mlysis .ut not all 
empires, n.ition ditic's, an.' ne-cc ;iu-nt sj<irirual in 
their origin, beginning wii;* desires' oi ihes.iul am' 
e-vternaliriiig thc'mselvc'.s ■! irTiiieii'C* manifest.’- 
tiii'is c>f energy bt which the onein.d ivjll is often 
.submerged and lost sight of.' If’ in their i.:- 
ception natimwl ide.ils .i.e .spintii.i1, their lin.il 
ohjc’Cl must al.^o be spir'iual, perhaps to n.ake 
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man a yet freer agent, but acting out of a con- 
* tinual consciousness tjf his unity with humanity. 
The ih-^cipliijc which the highly org.iiii/te^l State 
imposes on iis *!ul*jccrs tonnccts them continu- 
ously in thought to something greater than iheni- 
scJve^, ami ennooloi the average man. ’J'he 
freeilom which the poli. v of other nations permits 
quicken^ intelligence ami will. Ivach policy has 
its own ilefeas; with one a loss in indi\iiliul 
initiative, \\ilh the o,h(.i' se'r-.ibsorplion anit a 
lower standard tif .iri/eiisliip or interest in 
national affair*-. I'he osiilhuiona in so(.iet\ pni- 
vide tiu c« .rccti\c. 

Uc aie gotn..' t< Iia\.- our iVee in>ii\idualisiii 
temj»erei! bv a m>»rc autotraiic .ulion liv the 
State, 'fhere .tre signs that with cuir enemy the 
moral panver which attr.itls the free to the source 
of their libcrti is h Mug ap;iui.:arevi, and the policy 
which ie..Mned tor iirit.iiii its folonks ami sciiires 
their Mipptin mi asi Innir «if peiil is ».ontr.isti d with 
the polici of the ir.)n hand in I’oland. Neitiier 
(icriniiu nor lirinin l.ui escape being ininr.-ssed 
by the tlvara*.tens>tus ot the other in tne shock of 
eonfli«.t. It ’Tiay seem a par.idoxi(.al out«.onie of 
the spintinl eonflut Mr. .Vsquith annoiimvd. 
But history is ijuitk with .sucfi ironies. Wn.it we 
cqiideinmsl in otliers. io the nie.isiire vlu».!i is 
meted out M us. Indeed it might aliiios' be siid 
that all war results in an co-change ot vhar.icter- 
isiics, and if the element of luired is siiong in the 
conflict it will certainly bring a nation^to every 
baseness of the foe it lights. Ia>ve ami h.ite are 
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alike in this, that they change us into the image we 
contcni]ilate. \S'c grow nobly like what wc adore 
through love and igiu'bly like what we coiitem- 
|■»l.lle through hate. It will be well for us if we 
renioiuber that all our |)oii(ii'al ideals are s\nibols 
of "piritiul destinies. These clashings of solid- 
arity and freedom will enrich our spiritual life 
if we understand of the first that tmr thirst for 
'■reatiuss, for the majesty of empire, is a symbol 
ot our final unity with a greater inaii-stv. and if we 
remember of the second that, as .m fiid scripture 
said, “ I he uni\erse exists for the jjurposes of 
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IDEAI-S OE rWE NEW KURAI- SOCIETY 

For a countrv where pulitical auitarions tolI(nv 
each other .h r.ij'idh. .h pIa*»iiC''. in ;ui l^astcrFi city, 
it is curioii-^ how liirle vonstriKtixe thoui»ht we can 
show on the iileals ot a rural Li\iii/aiii»n, But 
ccoiKiinie pea.e ciuj^’u '•i-n'ly tii ha\e irs \itri*ries 
to ^Ikwv a*; well a p*»liri<..il war. I woulJ a 
I thf ia(i''er dwell oJi what men anil 
wonjen w'orkin*^ lo-^ether ina\ do than lai whal 
may re^idt IVouf nniiiriiic.- at W estniiiisliT, *1 he 
beaut} of L»rea« Livih/.irii'ns i..is been I'liilt up !.*r 
more by the pt'»ple wu-kint* toi,*‘erhir than hv anv 
corporate aeir^n or" ihe State. In tlio'-e mu iali‘«ttL 
da\s we *»row iH-sdnii'-tic about our own effoi N and 
optiiiiistie about the workint; (it the leuElaturi*. I 
think w'c do rii^hr to expect jrcat thiiu*-^ boin tl-e 
State, bur wv <juuht to expect 'itill greater thiiie-. 
from our-'i-Ivc-^. We out^ht r«> know' full well 
tlut, if tlie >t.ife Mid twice a*' niiuh a‘« it i''*cs, 
wc shall never rise out of niediccritx 'tnion.: <''e 
nations unless w'e ha\e unlimited faitli in the | f.*\er 
of our per'^onal effijrrs to rai*-c and rr.in*-ti rm 
•Fitland, ajul unless we tr:Mslate the f.sith iiito 
works. The State can give a man an ccononiie 
holding, but only the man him*-elf can mak^ it into 
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an Earthly Panidise, and it is a dull business^,' 
unvrorthy of a bcin^ made in the imaj^e of God^' 
to firiiui iw.iy at work without some noble end to 
be ‘•iTved, some jilowiny ideal to be .itt.utied. 

Irtl.md is a horribly niel.incholy anil cyniial 
lounfj. Our liter.in' men and poets, who oupht 
to L*i\e IIS ciniraye, have taken to writinf* about 
the Irish as pei^ple who “ went forth to battle, but 
aU.a^s fill,” sentinientalizinu over incompetence 
iiisn ad of iinifjoritin!.' us anil liber irini* ns and 
ilireitiny o't eiieiuies. We have vlevi loped a 
new and e'ever mIhmiI of Iridi dr.niiati .1? who say 
the} ire holding op the mirror to Irish peasant 
nature, but tlui reflect nothinu but deiadenie. 
Thej di1i)L>ht in the bo'ken liuhts of iiisuilti. the 4 
ruth.in whi> beats his wife, the \veaklin,> who is 
unfiii'tuiiUe in love and who uoes .ind drinks him- 
self to death, while the little dei iiiiu* ntuntry 
town- are si-i/i-d on with aiidify and e\hi!<iiid on 
the r.ta!.e in every kind of deia\ and human 
'■iit'liri and nuannes.-. W ell, it is L>ood to be 
ehastened in .spirit, but it i- a lhou^.lnd timesi 
better to be in\iuoraled in spirh. To be pi.-itivo 
is .ib.vavs better than to bi negative, ’fhese 
writirs under'' ind and 'inipatbve widi [relandi 
more through 'heir lower .■atiire tli.u’ ‘heir higher 
nature. Judiiiny l)y the t'nnjjs i-eoi''e write in 
Ireland, and by what thin uo ro set 'erforirtod 
on the siaLe, it i-* more pli.isim* t«» them 10 'cc 
enieted iharacters they know' an* meiner thani; 
then.selvi-' than to see cha: letcrs which they know* 
arc niibicr than tliemselvi 
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All this is hcipinpr on our national pe««sin>isni 
^uid self-mistrust. It helps to fix these features 
'Hjerni.inentlj in our national character, whiih were 
/excusable i nou':h as teniiutr.try moods alter defeat. 
I The youniier ueneratioii should hear nothing: 
about taiiures. It slioiiid not be hypnoti/eil into 
self- contempt. Our energies in Ireland are 

sapped by a (.yniial silf-misiriist which is .spre.id 
everywhere through 'Society. It is natural enough 
that the eliler ueneialioii, who were promeed so 
nian\ milleiiniums, but who :iitiiall\ saw four 
millii 'I ;>eo|-'l*' deihu Jpnn the population, 
shoulJ be (.\niial. I'.iit it is (it»t liuht thei ‘•h mid 
pi\e '>nl\ to tin xoui'ver uenir.ition the heiirane 
of t!i. ir d.isappttiiitm.. . without an\ herit im* of 
hope. I'loiii i.tily » l.il.lMoiul parent^ ani* f'lenils 
are hj pn-ni/inu t'u tliil! into ainl un- 
belief-, ariil the* .:ri exilin' all in'ltditv 

oul ct'lifs, .ill ntiA’f'ii', 11! .ill hdjiO; iluy 

I'lllV Insiiiii.u:'!'. .1 •ii\M M-li’- • .1 M'lf- 

.1 mI'.'.'*' » I'.uh l.‘ii.'l!^ .it every 

3iiL.li iilea*, ii.’itil ;m the hi 
lilinJvJ !•> tl.v j'rt'viin- ff.MV Iil.iuI} nr i,i)hility 
^ti lit'i . N«» Ciin c\ci hn|v to ri^e bcMinJ 

|a vulgar iiicili*' r ■\ where thtre is not iinboumlei 
lonfi'lv'iicc* in u u Its liiMii.inia t.in iId J ne 
Vclt'-Liwilivieiii \iiieriL.ni will nuik*' ' nr 
/■iuP v'et, bcL.iip.e he heliext'i wiili .lU hi^. henrr .ind 
'soul in the riirinv ut'hi^ lciui try .iIkI in ihe |iiiv\u-s 
the \pierii.in penile. W h.it W hifm.in i-illeJ 
^heir “ li.irluric y.iwp ” jiii\ )et tuui u;tu the 
jlordliest speech and tlu)nt*ht, but withiiut belt- 
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confidence a race will go no whither. If Iri^*^ 
people do not believe they can equal or surpas ■ 
the stature of any humanity which has been upoi * 
the globe, then they had better all emignite anc 
become scn’ants to some superior race, and leave 
Ireland to new settlers who may come hero with 
the s.ime high hopes as the Pilgrim Fathers had ' 
when tJiey went to America. 

We must gf) on imagining better than the best i 
we know. Kven in their ruins now. (Ireece and ] 
Italy boetn ni>li!e and beautiful with iToken pillars 
and temple*, m.ide in their d.»y ol glory. Hut 
before evci the'.* was a white marble temple 
shining oti a hill it shone with a more brilliant , 
beauty in the mind of some artist who designed t 
it. Do many petjple know how that ni.irvellous , 
(ireek tivilizaliim spread along the shores of the ’ 
Mediterranean .' I.ittle nations owning hardly 
more laiul than w'oiikl m.ike up an Irish b.-rony' 
'•ent «iut colonv after i olony. 'I'he sceil «tf be.uitiful/ 
life they sowed grew and Idos^onusi out into great; 
cities and half-divine civilixations. Italv had 7i 
l.iter blossoming of be.iuty in the Middle Ages, 
and tr.i\ellers to-d.iy go into little It.ilian towns! 
aiiit find them filled with ma'-ferpioi e*. of paintings 
and arihitettinv, and smlnturc, wb‘<Hs<es of a/ 
time when nations no large- than an Irish cuuntw 
rolled their thoughts up lo Ilciven .md mi^eJ 
their imagination with the ingils. Can we btl 
contented in Ireland with the mean streets of ouA 
country towns and the somid heaps of our villages,! 
dominated in their ccono.nics by the vender-, of 
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‘alcohol, and inspired as to their ideals by the 
vendors of political animosities ? 

[ would not mind people fighting in a passion 
to get rid of all that barred some loixlly scheme of 
life, but quarrels over political bones from which 
there is little or norhing wholesome to be picked 
only distrust. IVopIe tell me that the coimtrvside 
must always be stupid and backward, and 1 get 
angry, as if it were said that only tow’nspe«)ple had 
immortal souls, and it w.is »)nly in the tity that the 
flame of divinity breithed into the iirst men had 
any tinobsLurcil glow. 'The t«nintryside if Irt*- 
land could bl(»ss*'ni into as much beauty as the 
hills'idcs in im\!i-.vv..l Italy if we could but irct rid 
of our scir-misrrust. We hai^e .dl that ativ race 
ever had to inspire rliem, the heavens «iverhead, 
the earth .und-riiearh. and the breath of life in our 
nostrils. I would like to e.\il( the nun who would 
set limits to what we can do, who would take the 
crown aiiil s.;eptre from the human will and <.\y, 
marking our sume petty cnterpiisc as the limit; 
“Thus far tan we go .uul no fart he-, and here 
shall tuir life be stayed.” 'I'herefore 1 hate to 
hear of stagnant societies wlv* think because they 
have m.ide butter well that they have cnnvned 
their p.irot hial generation W’ith a halo of glory, and 
can rest lontent with the fame of it all, listening to 
the whirr of the steam scpar.itors .ind poutlung in 
peace of mind the extra penny a gallcn for tluir 
*milk. And 1 dislike the little groups who meet 
a couple of times a year and lall themselves co- 
operators because they have got their fertilizers 

ii 
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more cheaply, and have done nothing else. ' Why, 
the village gombeen man has done more than 
that ! He has at least brought most of the 
necessaries of life there by his activities ; anil I s.iy, 
if we i-o-openitors do not aim at doing mon* than 
the Irish Scribes and I’harisees we shall have little 
to be proud of. A poet, interpreting the words 
of Christ to His followers, who had sci»rncd the 
fr»ilowcrs of the old order, made 1 lim say: 

S nrii \c r»ii ir hup.s, tlicr u.irv, tlicir im* ih) 

I oi} iiiit-'i '• 111, I tliai >iMir ii\' 

A r iilc theirs. 

The LI '-operative movement is delivering over the 
shaping r>f the rural life of Ireland, and the build- 
ing up of its rural civili/atioji, inro the hands of' 
Irish farmers. The old order of things h.is left 
Ireland unlovely, liut it' we do not pa .donately 
strive to build it better, bettir for the men, the 
women, for the ihiMrcn, of what wo'-th are we 
W'e continually come across the phrase “ the dull 
Saxon ” in oiir Irish papers, it crops up in the 
speeches of our public i.rators, but it was an 
English poet who said: 

I wil' 'n'l ti.u ti> n M"i ‘ * It;*-', 

N>>r >. il iii\ \Miri t L< ii> ii.v fi 'iiii 

TlP hjK *. 111 

111 Kiip.iiw)' i»i • n .1 1 p! I ii' ' I ^ 

And it wa- the last great poit 1 ngl ind h.is pni- 
diiced, who had so much hope for humanity in l.is* 
country that in his latest song he eoiiKl mix earth 
with ht‘‘aven, and sav that to human eves : 
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Shall •>hine the iratlii of |.icoh'*t laJilcr 

Hung hetwut TIimvcii and Charing Crf^fr^. 

Shall wc think more meanly of the future of 
Ireland than these “ dull Saxons ” think of the 
future of their ihl.md ? Shall we he mntent with 
humble crumbs lallen from the table of life, and 
sit like beun irs \vaitin:> f)nly f< •)' what (he tommon- 
wealth can do for u-., leavinji all hif>h hopes and 
aims to our rulers, whether they be b’.nulish «»r 
Irixh ? I’Aejy pciph* t;et the kind of oovenwtient 
thev deseiAe. A j.ation c.in exhibit no jirreater 
political wisdom in the mass than it irenerites in 
its uni's. It i.'S ii-e preunant iile.dism of the 
multitude which -ibis powei to the makers of 
piiMt nations, otheucise rhe prophi’fs of civiliza- 
ti<in are hel|iless as preachers in the ilesert and 
solitarc places. | h.tve aKva\s preacluxl s>elf- 

help above all ott.er kinds .-f help, kivwinu that 
if we siro\c pass.i.n.itel) after this riyhteoiisness 
all other kinds of help would Iv at our service. 
So, tcH», I would brush aside the otlicious inter- 
ferer in co-opcTaii\e affairs, who would offer on 
behalf ot the .'st.ire to do for us what we should, 
and e<)uld, do far In tter ourselves. \Vc can builii 
up a riir.il civiii/.itioM in Irelanci, s|ia|'iti'^ it to our 
hearts’ desire:-, w.irmini; it with life, but fuir riilc*rs 
and offjci.ils can never be warmer than a stepfarhcT, 
aiTd have n«# “ larye, dbine, and comivjf.ble 
words ” for Its ; thev linker .il the bo.lv wheiwit 
i:. the soul which requires to be heated and made 
whole. The soul of Ireland has to be kindled, 
and il can be kindled only bv 'he thoiiulit of ureat 
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deeds and not by the hope of petty parsimonies 
or petty gains. 

Now, great deeds arc never done vicariously. 
They arc done directly anil personally. No 
eoiintrj' lias ^rovin K' greatness mainly by the aets 
of -f line great ruler, but by the aj'greg.ite activities 
<'f all its peojile. I'herefore, every Irish com- 
niiinity should make its own ideals and should 
work for them. As great work can be done in a 
parish as in the legislati\e ass<-mblies with a nation 
at gj'/e. Do people sa\ ; “It is easier to work 
well with a ii.ilion at gave r “ I an-wer that t’ iie 
greatness become' the North Pole ot’ humanity, 
and when it appem all the needles of Jieiiu; point 
to it. Vou «'f the )oung generation, who have 
not jet lost the generous ardour of jouth, believe 
it i? as possible to do great work and niajce noble 
sacrifices, and to roll the acceptable smoke of 
ofFering to 1 feaven by jour work in an bish 
parish, as in any clfj in the world. I. ike the 
Greek anbifeits — ^wlio saw in their dreams hills 
crowned with white marble pilltireil palaces and 
images of beauty, utitil these ro-^o up in actuality 
— so should j'oii, not li'rgetting national ideals, 
still most of ail set before \oursil\e-i tlv* ideal 
of voiir ow'n i eighbourli* od. How can j-ou 
speak (‘f workis.e for all 'reland, „hieh j’ou 
have not seen, if j«‘U do t» -t labotir ar 1 dreahi 
foij the Ireland lK'f(>re your ev’s, which you 
see .IS j'ou look out of jour own Joir in the morn- 
ing, and on w'hich j’ou walk up atid down through 
the dav ? 
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“ What dream shall we dream or what labour 
shall W'c uiKlcTtcike ? ” you may ask, and it is rij^ht 
that those who evhort should be asked in whar 
manner and how precii^cly they would have the 
listener act or think. [ answer: the first thinj^ 
to do is to ereate and reali/,c the feelini* tor the 
comiminity, ii'id break up the evil and petty 
isolation ot’man Fniin man. riiis can be done by 
every kind of lo-operativc effori where combined 
action IS belter rhan ini!i\iduai :utiijn. 'The 
pnibli caniv^ take ■ ai-* ol the ehilil as well a-^ the 
wreiits, bur \ou will rind in mi’ist of the labours 
of life combint-j m i i-^ more fruitful than 
iiiJividiial .ution. "'‘me f»r \oii h ive lound thi 
out 111 m in\ 'or‘n..he'» nf aji itiilliire, of which 
your dairji'ij, ai'koliural, Lrciiil, pniiltr}, and 
flax sorjetie*! are \ulms'.. Nunc of \nu have 
combined lo m iiiiif.uiine ; Nome to buy in 
comm* n, snme b. sell in common. Some .if you 
have the Li»inm.'n ownership of tium- inds of 
pounds’ \V(»*lh or .-viu-nsive machinery. Niiiie of 
you luve t.irried the i.lea n\' eo -opera ion tor 
ecoiifimic mJ.s farther, a»id ha\e used the j'ower 
which combi n.itmn »/ives jini to erect villai'C h.ills 
and to line Iibraiies of books, the wind.iws 
thnai^h whiih rlie lilc and w-mdicr and power of 
humaniiv c.in be seen. Some *)f mu have luiht- 
heartfiily, in tlu- yrnwii..; hvtn|i.iilv, oi' J’lity, 
rcviwii ibo daiucs .ukI ■.nn.'s anil •.puri . \vliuh,arc 
ilu* rii»h( rd.ivitiiin oflahnur. ■'i»n;i' Iri'.bwpmi’ri 
here and thoii* have liiMrd hevoui rlu* four walls 
in which s<i niuth of rJivir lives aie spent the 
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music of a new day, and have started out to help 
and inspire the men and lu* good (umradcs to 
them ; and Lalling themselves United Irish- 
women, they have ji^ined, as men have joined, to 
help tlieir M->iers wlm are in ecunoinie servitude, 
or who suffer trom the ignorance ami indifference 
t«) their spevial needs in life wliich pervade the 
avlminist ration of local government. We cannot 
Imild up a rural livilization in Ireland without the 
aid of Irish women. It will help lift' little if we 
have methods of the twentieth lenturv in the 
Helds, ami tnose of the filth venturv in the ho.ne. 
A great wnter sa'd : “ Woman is the l.ist thing 
man will civili/e. ’ ll a woman hail written on 
that siil.jcir she would hive said : “ Woman is 
the last thing man thinks about when he is l-ialding 
lip his empires." It is true that the ionsi,iousncss 
ol woman Iv.s been alvv.ivs leiitreil too elos<‘ to 
the d.irk and obscure ii>oTs of the ‘live ot iafe, 
while men h ive bramlu-k.! out more to the sun and 
wiiiil, and to-da\ the M.irveil soul ot womanhood 
is irvinu out over the world tor an inte lectual life 
and for mole ihance of earning .■ living. It 
Ireland will not h-.ten to this cry, its daiiuhters 
wiil go on slippoig sih iiilj awav tooilie: I'anitries, 
as the) have bun doing — aM the in >t • f tlieni, all 
the bravest, all t.'.ose most n.'-ntally ab.i , all those 
wJio w'oiiiLl have made the b>‘st wive*- an.' the best 
mothers — .md I'-.y will leave .it I'ome the timid, 
the stupid, and the dull to help in me deteriorati.nt 
of the race and to bleed sons as sluggish as them- 
selves. Jn the NcwWorli' women h.ivc taken an 
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important part in the work of the National Grange, 
the greatest agency in bettering tlie economic and 
social coiulititjn-) of the agricultural p<jpulatiun in 
the States. In Ireland tiu women must be 
welcomed into the work of building up a ruisil 
civilization, and be aided by men in tlie promotion 
of those industries with winch women have been 
immcmoriall} associated. We i>hould not want 
to see women t-eparated from the activities and 
ideals and a->pirations of nten. \\ e should want 
to see them woik.i>.g tugi'ther and in harmony. 
It the women c.irit «in their work in connection 
with the isMJcia'i-ins by which men ea.n their 
livinj they will I'.lVc a grc-.'tc-r certainty of per- 
manence. I h.i' I seen ti o many little industries 
and little .is‘f*.i,i'na)« of woi len worke’s spring up 
and ptinsh in helmd, which depended «m the 
ertbrts ol •'■iMu oni persi'*' who li.id not drunk of 
the eli\ir ol i,nii,oit.il \oiith, and could not aKvays 
cc'niimie the wc<i'k she st.irted ; and 1 have come 
to the coiicliision that the women’s or^ani/ations 
must be comiecred with the nun’s ciroani/atioiis, 
nul^•t use their premises, \illage halls, .tiid rooms 
for women’s meetings. 1 do nol believe women’s 
woik can ! e promoted so well in any other way. 
Mc-ii iiul women have been eomp.iiiioiis in the 
world irom the dawn ot time. I do not know 
Vlierc they are journeying to. but 1 Ivl'C'e thc-y 
will never get to the lA'lect.ihle c ity it they 
journey ap.irt from eacli other, and ilo not shaie 
cMcli other’s burdens. 

Working so, we create the condition*! in which 
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the spirit of the cummunity grows strong. We 
create the true communal idea, which the Socialists 
miss in their dream of a vast amalgamation of 
whole nationalities in one great loninuTci.il under- 
taking. 'I he true idea ot the elan or comnuine 
or tribe is to have in it as many people as will give 
it strength and imjnirtanee, and so few people 
that a personal tie may be ehtablished between 
them. I lumanity has always grouped itself in- 
stiiietively in this way. It oid so in the aiu-ient 
elans and rur.il eimununes, aikl it es so in the 
parishes .»n 1 co-operative a^-oiiatii'*. If t'>ey 
were l.irger ihcj would lo-e tin "-ciise ot i.nit\. 
If the\ were sina'i.T tliej would lie um feeble for 
effectual work, .md cooki not t.ike <>\cr the .itf.iirs 
of their district. :\ rmai (ommuiie (;•• n>- 
oper.ttivc communit) ouiiht M hi\e, to a Luge 
extent, the cli.ir.iLicr of a nation. It ‘.ImuKl eianu- 
fatture for its memlicrs all rliinjs which it pi.iht- 
ably can nianiitactuK- fc r them, emplocing its 
own woiknnn. carpenters. |■Hlotm.lkei••., j.-iakers 
and menders oi fatn.inu ecpiipmcnt, suldlei), 
h.trne.ts, etc. ll ■•h.iuh: aim at fc'c.biiu its num- 
bers and their families chea)-!) and well, as f.ii as 
possible, I'Ut of the meat ..-id griin p'ocli-. ed in 
the clbtrict. ll ■•houlc; li.e e -i mi:i to ■rind liic'it 
grain, a ereanui' ro niaii,'. etnre ilu r butter; 
or where «eriain enterpri-,c-s like ■ '■ f.iciory 

are too i;re.il for i^ it should unite wti*. other co- 
opei'.iti'e c-unmuiiities to tuiiit'i: ou: sucii ,iiv 
enterpiisc. It should sell ii-r the n.einbers then- 
produce, lUid bu} fur them their reepnrcmcni •, 
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, and hold for them labour-savinp msichiner)'. It 
should put asiile a certain portion of its prf)fits 
every year for the creation of halls, libraries, places 
for retreatii'n mil yame-*, aiul it ihould pursiue 
this plan aeadil) with the purpose of ijivinfj its 
members ever\ .ojal aiiJ educational advantage 
which llu (.ivili/.alii>ii of their lime aifoids. It 
should ha\e ii>i iiuimiU or \illaue parliaments, 
where imjvuM-ment . aii.l new \entures t<iuld be 
discussed, ^ll('h a ..ommiuntv wcuM mmhi f'encr- 
ate a pis-uiiiau divoti..ii t-> its nwn ideals .uul 
intire't'. imon;j the ...Li.il'er-. w I lo would feel how 
their ibrtuiie. ri“e • th iheio/timesoftheassoda- 
tioi.-' Ilf whu 1' the’ i\i.i all u'erilHrs. It would 
•kiiiille and (jiUike-i i-e i.ir.‘llt.\t ot i.\ef\ jiersoii 
in the cominiijiit; 1; wmi e iwatt tin- atnu>- 
sphere in w'liteh • iM-'iil La'iia*. would iiiieri'e 
and find i.pr -isii ■.nu . l'■■r ‘ u'i'. it\. rtu dan 

mmlit III be i> i an e^lvainlui •; the nation aiul the 
tratniiiu Lin niui (o’ iit tarisnun. \\ hai ojipor- 
tun:i\ leiiki'lup in the muiKtls ot siuh a rural 
eomnuiniti wimhl 'ji\e to tin ln.-.l minus ! The 
Tn.'M of "III 111 'vniiis at preieiu lliul" an un- 
^:mi/ed eoir,nuinif\, :i'id It* lioes not know how 
lO ifl\.it In. I'l'llow -V iti/.'ii". -\ Jiian it>l^hl la^iK 
desjviir ol irte.l'ni, the diMitnei ol a n.ifion of 
forty lui'lion |vop!i, but }cl -tart with eat^einess 
t'j*biiil.t up a kti.'iilom ol *Iie "i/e of '^h:,ii. md 
shajH* it nearer t*) the he.u't’' desi.e. I he 
•«. 'i'ani'/ation of the rural ) l•pulatil•l) .it Ik I it'd in 
co-operative assoii.itions will provide the itiitru- 
nient read\ to the hand of tlu soiial rrformer. 
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Some associations will be more dowered with 
ability th.m others, but one will learn from another, 
and a vast network ut' living, progressive organ- 
izations will cover rural Ireland, democratic in 
lonstitution and governed by the aristucras.y of 
intellect and ch.ir.ieter. 

Such assuciati(jns would have great economic 
atlvantages in that they would be selt-reliant and 
sell’-containeJ, and would be less subject to 
tluctuation in their prosperity brought atiuut by 
national di^.isters and coinmeri.ial arises than the 
present u>iorg.ini'zed rural cominunities are. Ihey 
would ha\e all their business under local control ; 
and, aiming at '■ edme. clothing, and manufactur- 
ing lotalK from local resources as far as possible,! 
the slumps in loreigii trade, the shortage in 
supplies, the dislocations of commerce would alFect 
them but little. They would make the lom- 
munity wealthier. J'A'ery ‘tep towanis ihis or- 
ganization .ilre.’d} taken in Ireland has brought 
with It incre.ised prosperity, and the towns benefit 
by incre.ised purchasing [>ower on the part of 
these rural .issue iatioiis. New art.-, and industries 
would spring u}) under the .egis of the local 
.issoci.itioii'!. Here we should find the weaving 
of rugs, ihere the m.inu' iCluie of tn elsewhere 
the women wi.uld be eng-ged in c .. broidery or 
hue-making, aiul. perluipi. every whew we might 
get a revival ol' 'he old Icc-il in.li.stry of weaving 
homespuns. V\e are dreaming (A nothing i‘.'i-« 
possible, nothing which h is not been done some- 
where ^ilreaviy, nothing ^huh we could ni.i do 
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'.here in Ireland. True, it cannot be done all at 
once, but if we got the idea clearly in our minds of 
the building up of a rural civilization in Ireland, 
we can labour at it with the i>raiu) persistence ot 
media:val burghers in their little towns, where one 
generation laid down llie foundations of a great 
cathedral, and saw only in hope aiivl faitlt the 
gorgeou’« glooms o\er altar s.meriiar\, and the 
blaze and Hame of stained phis'!, where apo.>tles, 
prophets, .nul angeli!. presences were piitured in 
nre : and ilu* nc ct g<‘iieiati(>n laised high the 
walls, and only ilv third generation saw the 
realization ofwli.it ilieo' gr.indsires had lireamed. 
We in Ireland shoo'd ii.n live tail) Ironi il.iy to 
•day, for the d.i\ «>iily, like the be.ists in the held, 
but shc'iild think ot where a!i this long cac.ilcade 
of the (ijel is tending, and how .ind in wh.ic 
nunner ihiii teiii-! will be pitihed in the evening 
of tiKir getierition. A n.ition.il purpc'se is tJie 
most uneoiu|uer.iMe .ind victorious of all thing- on 
earth. It cm raise up IJalulon*! lioni the s.mds 
of the de-ert, and nnike imperial civ ih/al<ons 
spiing from out .1 seore of huts, uid after it has 
wrought its will it can leave .noiiumeiits that seem 
as everlasting .1 {voiiion of n.iturc is the rocks. 
The I’yramids .itid the .'sphin'C in the sands .'f 
Egypt have seemed to luiin.iiiiiy for ceiitiirie- as 
mueh a portion <if nature .* h.ncMl, or UenbuilK'ii, 
or Slic've (fullioii have see leil .t pc»riion nf n.irine 
U> our eyes in Ireland. 

We must li.ivo 'soine purj)o-eor plan in building 
up an Irish c‘ivili/.iiion. No artist t.ike'' up his 
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paints and brushes and begins to work on hu^*. 
canvas without a dear idea burning in his brain;;; 
of what he has to do, else were his work all 
simidyes. Does any one think that out of all 
these little cabins and farmhouses dotting the 
green of Ireland tliere will come harmonious 
efFoit to a common end without orgaiii/atioii and 
set purpose ? The idea and plan of a great rural 
civi]i/.ttion must shine like .i burning lamp in the 
imagination of the }outh of Ireland, or we shall' 
onl} be at iross-purposes and eiul in little futilities. 
We are very fond in Ireland of talking of li eland 
a natitiii. 'l‘he word “ nation " has .i kind of 
sati-'ying soiidi^, but I am afraiil it is an empty 
word witJj no rich signifiiance to most who use it.' 
The word “ laboratori ” has as fine a sound, but 
only the practical scientist has a true ^on^eption 
of what may take place there, what roar of sir.iiige 
forees, what mingling ol subtle element., what 
mystcre and m.igiffiience in ato'iiic liil. The 
word without the ide.’. is like the purse without the 
coin, the skull without the soul, or an;. >)Thrr sham 
or empti deceit. N.itions are tuit built u|> by the 
repetitioii of w«irds, but by the organizing of 
inlelleitual feues. Jf anj of inv would 

like to know whai kind i-l tlionghi- goes to the 
building up ot a gre.it n.-f'in, let tin-in read the ■ 
life of Alex.inder I lamilUin b\ ('li\er. I'o that 
e’^traordinary ii.m the United ''t.iles owe the'r _ 
eoiistitiitioii, almost their existeiuc. 'I'o him. far*' 
more than to Washingtot , the ide.i, plan, shai^e '' 
of all thht niarvcllous dom nion owes its origin ind 
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^character. Hu seemed to hold in his hrsiin, while 
t America was yet a group of half-barbaric scttle- 
”ments, the idea of what it might become. He 
laid down the pl.ins, ilu* constitution, the foreign 
policy, the trade pi'li<.y, the relation of Statu to 
State, and it i-? only within the last few yeans 
almost that Anurica has realwed that she had in 
Hamilton a supieiiu- politic.d and social intelli- 
gence, the true fountain -he.id of what she has 
since become. 

We h.ive imt h.iV .1 continent to ileal with, 
but si'/e matter'* m'lhinj. I he liiis'.ian J-'nipire, 
which covers hdl' I iip>|'e, and stretihcs o\er the 
Ui.d Mountains t«> l*Kitic. would weiuh light 
•as a feather in the l-.ilaiue if we loinpare its ser- 
vices 10 liuinaiiitv with rho-e of the little Stale 
of Atiin, which was no laryer than 'J'ipperary. 
J'ivery ^l.^te whi.ti his c* m to lomniaml the 
adinir.it<on ol the world ha nad clearly conceived 
ideals which it '.•I'.di/c'd before it went the wav 
which all empire', even the greatC'^t, must iro ; 
becoming tinally -i legend, a fable, or a symbol. 
We haw to l.iy down the tbiuuiations of a new 
social Older in Ireland, and, if the possibilities of 
it are reahzeii, osir thousand years of soirow and 
darkness m.i\ be followed by as long a cycle of 
happy eftbrt and ever-growing prospcrii). Ue 
slTall want all these plans w'hether we are ruled 
from \\ estininster or Col c'ge (Jreen. Without 
•Jill imaginative coneeption of what kind of cnili/’i- 
tion we wish to create, the best government from 
either quarter will never avail to lift us'bcwond 
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national mediocrity. T write for those who have *' 
joined the ranks of co-operators without |>erhaps ‘ 
realirinp all that the movement meant, or all that 
it ti iuk\l to. lieeaiise we hold in our hearts and 
keep holy there the \ision of a great future, we 
have fmjght passi<'nately for the entire freedom 
of «iur movement from external control, le''t the 
meddling f>f politicians »>r official persons without 
any inspiration should deflect, for some petty 
purpose or otfli'ial gratification, the strenuth of 
that current which was flowing' .md gathering 
strength unto the n’alizaiiiin t'f i;rcat ideals. 
l-’\er\ country h.is its proportion of little >>ouls 
whieli could find ample room on a ihieepenny hit, 
and lie majesiitally hoiiscvl in a ihimMe, whoi. 
follow out some little minute |n.ictiee in an 
ecstast of ‘•elf-satisfiKtion, seeking some little 
joh which the hi hor.ulo of tiu-ir desires as if 
there were nought eke. as if hum.iniry wvie not 
going trom the <■ re.it Deep to the ( oxsit Deep of 
Deitv, with w'iiul aiui w.Uer, lire- and earth, st.irs 
and sun, lordh coinpuiions for it c.n its p.ith to a 
di\ine de'tiin. We Iv.we our share of these in 
Ireland in hiuh ami low' places, hut I do not write 
for them. 'J Ins ess.iy is ft t i h* i .t whi i are wc>rkinff 
at laying deej the fomvl.i'ions .1 new’ social 
order, to he.irtcii them wlti* ^onie rhc' I'.'ht of what 
their labour m.»\ bring to i>elnnd. I veleomc" ' 
this Work the ’ biited Iri.shwonu n. .\^ one. of 
their poetesses lias wiid in a be.uitiful song, tlie* 
.services of women to Irelaud in the past have l.een •' 
the services of mourners i« rlio .strieken. Bur for 
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to-day and to-morrow \vc need hope and courage 
and gaiety, and I repeat for them the last passionate 
words of her verse : 

Ri • til \iii.r iiiylilciN I ''ll., 

(Xir 111 ithtr ''ill M \«.iin'' niiil l.iir. 

I.t-i I In* wnrlil lin#l. intii \i*iir cyts 
Aii-I liir li ui(\ ■hiriii'j'll r. . 

(ir.int ill ili.il '.•(tiiT, liii ii'i r.i« , 

'Ii.i'i 1 .i,« |r»iiii t* 1 ^ lull ; 

I'lj %\ II ill he' i- )"*. r iiM, 

'JIu'I'Jl 'ii'il I'lT'l 111 IpIuiI 'III*. 



ON AN IKIbJl lllJJ. 

It has been my dream for many years that I 
ini};ht at some time dwell in a cabin on the hill- 
side in this dear and livinff land ol'inirs, and there 
1 would lay my head in the lap of .i serene n.iturc, 
and be on friendU terms with the wind.- ancl 
mouptaij's whn hoKl enough of unexplored 
m\s.rerv and infinitude to enyaue me at ]'resent. 
I would not dwell too far from men, for above 
an enchanted valley, only a morning’s walk from 
the city, is the mount.iin of mj dream. I fere, 
between heaven and e.irtli and m\ brother-, there 
mifiht tome on me some foretaste of the destiny 
which the yreat powers are sh.ipitifi for tis in this 
isle, the min<;lin ;4 of (lod and nalure and man in 
a bein^, one, ter infinite in number. Old tradi- 
tion has it that there was in our mtsterious ]>ast 
such a union, a sympatht between man and the 
elements so complete, th.-* at etery yeat deed of 
hero or kini; the three sv-llinj; wa\es of Fohia 
respotidcvl : the wate of ’I'-.t!!, the w.i\e of Rurv; 
sinci the h»m;. slo-*-, white foimiiu' w'.ue of Cleen.i, 
() mysteriinis kinsmen, would that lo-cla\ son.e 
deed ^rent enough eould c di forth the thunder of 
your ret-j'tonse once agaii* ! but perhaps lie is 
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now rocked in his cradle who will hereafter rock 
you into joyous foam. 

'J’he mountain whicli I praise has not hitherto 
. been considered one of the sacred plai es in Eire, 
no glittering tradition hangs about it as a lure ; 
and indeed 1 woulil not have it considered as one 
in an\ special t-rnise apart frotii its companions, 
but 1 take it here at, a t\ pe of what any high place 
in nature may become for us if well loved ; a 
haunt of deep ju-ue, i ‘spot where the M«illier lays 
aside veil .liter veil, u.itil at last the great Spirit 
seems in brooding uenMene<«. to be in the boundless 
fields aliUie. 1 a-.i mit inspired by that brother- 
hood which iloes imf overflow with low into the 
being of the element-, not h.iil in them the same 
spirit .ts that vvhii h i tils us with so many pathetic 
and lovi Hi ’.voices bom the lives of men. So I build 
mj dream tal'in in hope ol 'his wider intimai'y : 

A wJPri •111 t'* 'niiiin r i 'i it ' ’ i.i .i gr.i \ 

Wlicn* u'. : iw-i u a'u*, »\licrc fVn 

111 i\ ••III , 

The lai'Pii .In I till ppur *'i ; \m i.K in.u ti.u'r 11..4: 

Whii iln.'ii^. 'lonn i i'h nviHiil slirn'u in liMiit; > t 

And wlun ilu '.uii ^ diiniii'A MCrfiid piir|'li lilN 'lie air, 

r LiiMii. ihr II.I'lI Tree ■••ppni,’ I'erriCs there 

Fpiin si.i IV li.i'ipj uu'J .1) whLTv- Ciir. il.!**. well o\ r- 

Foi slip »h.* rum Tt.il iv.ilcr. po.ir thojiigh o\er\ wnd that 

^ihiiiL wIi'M night tfi\\.:rs up ul ft .nid s'ii.i|.e> the Lrei"'iiiiig 
dt V. , • 

•’'"hat everv high .iinl Ioik^v tiimight liiat tluiM i„i being 
thiuugh 

L but a ohining berry dropped down through the pyrplc air, 
And trurii the iiiagiL tree ui life the l>uil lulb c\cr. where. 
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The Sacred ILi/el was the Celtic branch of 
the tree of life ; its scarlet nuts tiave wisdom and 
inspiration ; and fed on this ethereal fiiiit, the 
aiiLient (.I'ael urtw to jfreatness. 'J honyh to-day 
none eat of the fruit or drink the jnirj'le flrM)d 
vrellinu from Connla’s fountain, 1 think that the 
lire whiih still kindles the Celtic race’s w.i.> flashed 
into their Idood in that ma,ui«.al time, and is our 
heritai<e from the Druidic past. It is still here, 
the ina<;ic and m\ster\ ; it lin^uets jn the heart of 
a people to whom their neiehbours (»f another 
w(*rM are fie*juent visitors ui the -pu-it and over- 
shadowers of ie»'‘rie and imagination. 

'I ne earth h.-re remeinliers her past, and to 
britifi al'Miul us renew.d she whispers with honeu’d • 
entreaty and lines with bewilehinu elamniir. At 
this mountairi I speak of it w:is that oyr ure.ite’St 
poet, the last jinii most be..utifiil voice ol I .ire, 
first found freedom in som:, so he ic’lK iv . and 
it was the pleaihti” J t a rctiiin to Inrselfth.it this 
mjsterioiis lutiire fi’* t fliitiil tluoiiiili his lips : 

C I.IV' .\\A , (> li'.ini.Ml I iillsl, 

I'ii 111'. Uiiiiil. il 'J. W.lD'i- \\i\ I 
Vr Iill ,1 * 1 \ ll.ll* 1 !ll |i ind 

Tit t)it \\t rl.r . -r l.j’’ * : v , .s,^ i!i \i«'i i»j ■>! ! r'limi. 

Away ! je •, ye- ; to w.mder on . nd on iiiidcT 
star-rieh skies, t\er L’l'tlm i deep'-i 'nto the tier, 
the lo\e that will not let i. • re iIh’ { 'Mcc abow, 
the dc'sire <.f hoe. The xill-ije iiiihts jn heawn 
and c’aith, e’.ieh with tiuir own pemliar hint .»f» 
home, draw iis hithei and ihithiT, where it ni..<uTS 
not, so'the voice t.iHs ai. 1 tiv.- lieart-li^ht biirns. 
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Some it loads to the crowded ways ; some it draws 
, apart : and the Liylit knot's, and nor any other, 
the need aiul the w.iy. 

ir you .isk me wh.it has the mountain to do 
wth these inspirations, atid whether the siiu>er 
would n«»t ainwlieiv out oF his own soul have 
made an ecjii il -oim, I answer to the latter, I think 
not. Ill ihe'e loft) [d.ues the Iiarrier.-. between 
the sjthere oi'lmht and the sphere oF darkness are 
frayile, and the lontiiiiKiI evstas^ oF the hn»h air 
commuiin ate ■ iise r, oiil I have al .o he.ird From 
others man\ tiiis >!' thinns seen and heard here 
wiiieli -h'lw thii 'h-* laee- oF the ‘‘idht are otteii 
present. .Some .'..■n Men l-elow the mi)imtaiii a 
bla/int: hean <( liahi, I'r’iir'- ha\e he.ird the 
mnsiial be.itiii'i «v i lie'.rt, nr taeri bells, nr aeri.il 
elashin-’s the bean-iieim^s ha\e .ilso spoken ; 
so it ha. eather-' ! ii-imiM i| ell'ir-. own iradttions 
oF spi-itP.il t•lmllKe ■Old aiUi’iUiins of the soul. 

I.et 111' •me i ill ii-. oivimers when the mind is 
awake. It we prew Foi:;ettul and telt no mi»re 
the bitter !um an struuL'Ie — icm. lint il'we briiif; 

to it the hope and loui me oF those who aie 
assuied oF the nearby presence and eiKin.liiu: lo\e 
of the nre.if powers ' I would briim •'o m\ nioiin- 
taiii the we.ir\ spirits who .ire i-bscured i.'i the 
I’a’tid eifj where lil'e dei i\s int.> rottenness ; ind 
^.ill thither those who ao ;n doubt, the pitin-J and 
tremblinu hearts wlio .ire eeprie oF.mi hope, .ind 
' place them w'here ilie dusky v.ipimrs ot their 
thought niiolit dissolve in the inner Ji;>ht, aiul their 
doubts v.inish on the mou'il.iin lot' where the 
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carthbreath streams away to the vast, when the^ 
night glows like a seraph, and the spirit is beset ‘ 
by the evidence of a million of suns to the grandeur 
of the nature wherein it lives and whose destiny 
must be its also. 

After all, is not this longing but a search for 
fiurselves, and where shall we find ourselves at 
last ? Not in this land n(»r wrapped in these 
garments of an hour, but wearing the robes of 
space whither tluse \oiccs out of the illimitable 
allure iis, tuwv with love, and anon with beauty 
or |i4iwer. In our past the inighli ones ^amc 
glittering atros- the foam of the nivslic waters 
and liroiight the:r warriors aw'aj. 

Perhaps, and this also is mj hope, they may 
again return ; Manannan, on his ocean-swee]'ing 
boat, a living creature, diap’oiul-wintieii, or I.u, 
bright as ihe dawn, on his fier\ sree».l, niannc\l with 
tumultuous fiaiiie, or some hitherto unknown 
diviniu may staiivl suddenly In' me on the hill, and 
hold out the Silver i’lranch with white blossoms 
from the i-and of Youth, and st.iy me ere 1 depart 
with the sung call as of old : 

T.iii' ihiiU Ml, 1 Kii '.Tern ili*.* iw.lii'hl’ 

(fiiyar i!ii lull. .-ijr. f.u . i Il.up 

Mure (Jin- rtlifplc T'l ifMin l!ic fr .I'n •' -Iica, **1', 

Opinn^ ihcir g^'iiiriciiiig lips < > brailc iiio wDiulroii 

ru.i a V li'sj'k * J.i'i \nu*' licjrf -.’i 'ic po e'ro.iiiini^. 
i^rL'iin iiMto iip.Min ip.i\ j . (k't p in i*.' Ik irr ati nc 
Muriniirs tl>c Might) One In'* mi! imi uinl'Tioiu'. 

Ciinsr tliuii I'Mi 'CL adown the s. «cr i hnidl.nul 'ircaniinf: 

Kiiors ot t.ar\ dcvidrup i i d*:v^di()p tailing, 



ON AN IRISH HILL 


117 


Starfirc of silver flames the JarL li>'neatli ^ 

Aad vvlial unrapiiircd ho'^Ci burn nri the du^k\ heJtli ' 

Come tlioii iw.iy wiih llieiii for H'Mv m to Faith Ctillin^. 
Thoit* are Karili'* — lur.in*»\\»r -■.pints ihicinj'iiu^. 

Come III the F-aml nr Yn.iih ■ ih» treei j 5 ri.'\n hi. ivy iln.re 
Drop (111 tliL jnirpii \va\i the '.l.irrv tniit lhe% Kmf. 

Drink ' the iinnn.rtal iiikikIi tht. spirit'.! tnii.^.iiiir. 

Art thd'i Hill ni.i\, bnylit i.m, all '••hkiw pa^l, in '.I.iLH'Ii, 
Fillcil iMtli mid III , ^ri,i\ii bpitlier h'.iriLd With ilu xa^t, 
Whiihi-r ih; ir.i \n.iili:i.» ib: ih dun *iars paM 
Unto the J.i^ht of Jj;;hi- 1 1 biirniiii; .ul ir.itiiei. 



kJ.:LI(;i()\ AM) 1X)VK 

I iiAVi oitoii woiidercj whether there U not tonu*- 
thinf* wrniii; in our relmioiiN •sisti'nis in th:U the 
s.inie ritiiiii, the ‘..line iIoilriiieN (hi s.une asjiira- 
Uons luv belli to he Miffieient hoth tor nun anil 
women. 'I he lemletiev e\er\ where i'. to (illiter- 
ate ili-tinetioiis, ..ml if a w'oni.in he her'^ilfshe is 
looked upon i.nkiiully. Mie r.irelv luijiist.uuls 
our metaphiMis, anil she ya'/i*' on the expouiuier 
of the iii}sterv of the laiyos with enigiiKitii eyes 
which reve.il the iiuluninieiit of .incther .iivinity. 
The .uuients were wiser tli.in we in this, P . rhey 
h.Kl Aphrodite and ) *era and m.iny .mother form 
of the .\lijihty Mother who bestowed on wi'nien 
their peeidi.ir uniies .nii! powers, .''iirely no 
jjirl in ancient ( ireece ever sent up to .dl-perv.idin}^ 
Zeus a pr.iier th.it hei natunil lonoiii^^ niinht be 
fulii Ill'll ; hut we iii.i) he sure ih.it to .Xphroilite 
tame m.iny sui n pr.iMTs. 'I he I'.eiiii . we woiship 
t(j-day .ire too au-terc for w ■■nen to .o oro.uh with 
their j'eiuHar de-ires, .ini! indml in i' eland the- 
larye't number if our people .m n t see ane 
necessity for loit-inakin^ at all. or what tonnu- 
tion spirifual nower- have 'vith the affections. i\ 
girl, without repining, w'iK follow her four-leg »ed 

ii‘ 
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dowry to the hou'ic of a man she m.jy never have 
spoken twenty words to before her marriaije. W c 
praise our women for their Virtue, but the [general 
acceptatiLC of the (n.irri.iL'C as arranjied shows mj 
uneMioihina], s*, undesirable a temperament, that 
it is not to lie wondered at. One wonders w.is 
there temptation. 

\\ hat the lo-.- to the raet m.iy he it is imposMhle. 
to say, hut it is true th.it lieautiful ii\ili/ations arc 
built up by tin desire of man to tdve his lieloved 
all her .'.1 .it-e-. WI.eie there is jio In. loved, but 
otiU a hi keej (. I . iluo. are no beautiful faiuies 

to cre.ite the iie.iii::tiil .irt". no >piritu..I protest 
ayainsi the me.i'i .'v.elliiiL;, no luiiiuer to build the 
world anew foi iier ‘.ike. Aphrodite is outcast, 
and with hii- -ii .to tli<‘ other immort.ils have 
also departed. '! he home hie in Ireland is 
prob.iliK* Miore i]:iaiid ri-an with any tilher people 
cipi.iUy I'lOipinus m 1 umjie. 'I'he i.l;ildren 
begotten witlMut hne fill mote and more the 
teetuint: a liim-.. \\ e .iie without ait; literature 
is de* pis«.d ; we h.i\e le* i.l those indiistrif^ which 
sprinu up in other (.l•uluru.s in response to the 
desin ot woin.in to rndte i;r.uious inriueiues 
per\a.le the home of her |•'ltner, a desire to which 
man leadily nilds, and tods to sst’sly it he loves 
truly. ’I he dedre for beautv has tonic almo'^t 
to be reu'irded .is tlan -eroU', if not si*,tul ; and 
the wom.m who i. iti ■ the n.tliiral iliiM o| the 
(ircat M itlierand pric.re-' of the m\-:i*i le', il’she 
betray the desire to exercise lur di\iiiely -yiven 
powers, if there be encliautinent in her eyes and 



’ t'io IMAGINATIONS AND REVERIES! 

her laugh, and if she bewilder too many men, is in 
our latest code of morals distinctly an e\’il in- 
fluence. The spirit, meltcil and tortured with 
love, which docs not achieve its earthly desire, is 
held to have w.isted its strenyth, and the jiidynient 
whieh ilcclares the life to be wreekcil is equally 
severe on that whi^h caused thi^ wild cmi flay r.«t ion 
in the heart. But the eml of life is not eonitbrt 
but divine being. We do not regaril the life 
woicli closed in the martyr’s fire a*- cndeil iy nobly. 
'I'he .spiritu.il philosophy which sep.ir.ites huni.in 
emotions :.;id ideas, :uul ilcLlare-* some tc- be 
secular anil others spiritual, is to blame. ’I'hcre 
is no meditation vliich if prolonged will not bring 
us to the same world where religion would cariy’ 
us, and, if a flenver in the wall will lead us to all 
knowledge, so the understanding of the peculiar 
nature of one-half of humanin will briity ir far 
on our journey to the sacred deep. I belie e it 
was this wise understanding which in the ancient 
w'orid declared the ejiilunlied spirit in man to be 
influenced more by flu- Divine .Mind and in 
woman by the Mighty Motlier, by which nature 
in its spiritual aspect w.is uiulerstood. In this 
phihisophy. Boundless Being, when inaiiilested, 
revealed itself ‘n two fouus ot life, spirit and 
Substance; and the endl- s evi'luu'in of its 
divided r.iy£ had as its root i.npul-e tin* desire to 
return to that Iwundleos being. By >tiany w'.iys 
blitully or Jialf consciously the iiidividu.il lift 
strives to regain its c*ld fullncas. 'I'lie spirit seeks 
union with nature to pass fom the life of vision 
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iinto pure being ; and nature, conscious that its 
‘grosser forms are impermanent, is for ever dis- 
solving and Icadin:; its votary to a more distant 
shrine. “ Nature is timid like a woman,” declares 
an Indian scripture. “ She reveals herself shyly 
and withdraws ugiiin.” All this metaphysic will 
not ajipear (nit of place if wo regard women as 
infliieiued bevcnnl iKiNclf and her conscious life 
for spiritual ends. I do not enter a defence of the 
loveless coquette, hut the woman who has a 
natural delight in a''..’,kenini; love in men is priest- 
ess of a diMMity than which tluTc is none mightier 
among the nilers i.f the heavens. Through her 
eyes, her laugh, ii 1 her nxjtions, there is ex- 
piessed more ih.oi she i< conscious of herself. 
The Might) Mc.ther through the woman is 
kindling a svinl>o| of herself in the sjuiit, and 
through tfiat smuIvjI she lirealhes her ‘'ecret life 
into the he.irt, s i that it is fed from w'ithin and 
is drawn .o hei'c-lf. We remeniher that with 
Dante, the image of a woni.in became at last the 
purified vesture of his sjMrit through which the 
mysteries wen- reve.ded. \\ e are for ever making 
our souls with effort and p.dn, .iiid shaping them 
into im.iges wliich receal or aie voiceless according 
to theii degree ; and the m.in whose spirit has 
been ohse-iscd by a beauty so long brooded upon 
4hat he has almost become that whu'h he contem- 
plated, owes much to the woman who m.iy nc\cT 
m)C his ; and if he or the world underituod aright, 
he has no cause of complaint. It is the e'.senti.illy 
irreligious spirit of Ireland which has {ome to 
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regard love as an unnecessary emotion and the- 
mintjlin;> of the sexes as dangerous. For it is a 
Liirious thing that while we commonly regard our- 
selves as the most religicnis peo]»ie in iMirope, the 
rever-^e i-* probably true. '1‘Jie ctnintry which has 
ne\tT produced spiritual thinkers or reliuious 
teachers tif wliom men h.ive heanl il' we except 
Kerkelej and perhjj>s the remote Johannes Scotus 
’•>igcna, cannot pride itself on its spiritual achieve- 
ment ; aiui it might teem e\cn ivore paradoxical, 
but [ think it would be almost ecjuall) true, to say 
that the tirst ••piritiiai note in oui hfcratine was 
struck when • )oet generally regardevl as pagan 
wrote it as the aim of his art to leceal — 

Im I'liilisli ihin, s li\i .1 t]..*. 


'File heavens do ni't ileclare the gl«>ry of (J-’d any 
more than do shining eyi-j, nor the firm.inient 
shi»w His hanuiwork more tij.ui the woven wind 
ot hair, f<jr these wee wrought with no lesser love 
than set the voting stars swimming in seas of 
jovou-i and primeval air. If we drink in the 
beauty of the night or the mountains, it 's deemed 
to be praise of the M.ike'", hut ir'we show an ecjual 
adoration ot the beautv ‘'f m.in or woman, it i . 
ilangeroiis, it is almost -vieketl. < >f course 't 
is dangerous; and without dinger I here is in**, 
p.issage to eteinal things. The’e i- the v'alley if 
the shadow bcsiile the pathwav of light, an.; it* 
always will be theie, anil the heavens will neve'- be 
cntered'by those who shi . nk fr.im it. Spiriti:a!ity 
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is the power of apprehending formless spiritual 
essences, of seeing the eternal in the transitory, 
and in the things which are seen the un''eeii things 
of which rhej are the -h.i.l«>w. I «.all Mr. Yeats’ 
poetry spiritual when it decl.ires, as in the lines 1 
quoted, that there is no lieauty so tri\i.il that il 
is n«)t the shadtiw* «if the I'.tern.jl lieauty. A 
country is n-liyinus wlure it is common belief 
that all ihiiius are instinct with di\inity, and 
where the lo\e Iv.-tw'eeii min and wom.m i*- seen 
as a sjniliol, the In best we ha\c’, of the union of 
spirit and nature, an/i their linal blending in the 
lioundless being l'’i)r this rea'-on the lightest 
desires even, the li •hte-.t er.ices ot women have a 

* I 

philosophical \aii..* for what sict:e»tioiis they 
bring u*' of the duii-ity behind them. 

As men and women feel themselves moie and 
more lc» be sharei of iit-i\'’rsal aims, llu\ will 
contet.. plate in ca> >1 other and in th(m*-(‘l\es that 
aspect t>f ilie boundless beinj uiulei whose in- 
fluence tliiv are cast, and will appeil to it for 
understanding and j-ower. lime, whis.li i*. lor 
ever bringing baik the old and renewing it, may 
yet bring back to us some counterpart of Aphpj- 
dite or I lei a as they were umlerstooii b\ the most 
profound thinkers of the ancient world ; and 
W’omcn may again h.ive her temples and her 
mjsterics, and renew ag.m her radianr lil'e it its 
fountiiii, and leel that in seeking tor beauty she 
is growing more into her own aniesiial being, and 
that in its shining forth she is giving to iiuoi, as 
he may give to her, something of riiat complete- 
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ness of spirit of which it is written, “ neither is th^ 
ninn without the wunuin nor the woman without' 
the man in the Highest.” 

It may seem straii|>e that what is so clear should 
re(]uiro statement, but it is only with a kind of 
despair the man or woman of reliuioiis mind can 
contemplate tlie matcri.ilism of our thought about 
life. It is not our natural heritaye from the past, 
for the bardic poetry shows th,«t a heaven lay 
about us in the mystical chiklhood of our raie, and 
a supernatural ori<>iMal was ofeen dhiiied for the 
j^rcat hiro or beautiful woman. All thi-. peiccp- 
titui has withered .iwav, for reliction has bec«)meob- 
servance of rule and adherence to doctrine. The 
first steps to the j;oal have been made '•uffuient in • 
them.selves ; but relipfion is useless unless it has 
a transforminit power, unless it is able “ to turn 
fishermen into divines,” and make rhe blind .see 
and tl’.e deaf hear. They ar»’ no true teachera 
who cannot rise bevond tJie world of sense and 
darkness and awakcji the links within us from 
earth t<) heaven, who i.innot sec within the heart 
what are its needs, and who have not the power to 
open the jmor nlind eyes and touch the eirs tliat 
have heard no -.iiund of the he:!^■enl} hnrmonics 
Our cler^ymcji do their best to deluer us from 
what they think is evil, but > o not lc.« ' us into the 
Kingdom. They forj^et thit th-* ficuiti'-s caniiof* 
be^spiritualisjJ by restraint bur in U'.e, and tha« 
the preate-st e\il of all is not to be able to see riio s 
divine everywhere, in life and love no less than in 
the solchin architecture oi the spheres, in rhe 
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■free play of the beautiful and natural human 
<4'elations He the greatest possibilities of spiritual 
development, f«>r heaven is not prayer nor praise 
but the fullness of life, which is only divined 
through the richness and variety of life on earth. 
There is a certain infinitude in the emotions of 
love, tenderne-s pirj, joy, and all that is begotten 
in love, and this limitless iharacter <)f the enjothms 
has never received the philosophical consideration 
which is due to it, fi r e\en lauirhter may be c<m- 
sidered solemnly, ai'd t;aietj and joy in us are the 
shadowy etlu-es of that jo) spoken of the radiant 
Nlorning btars, ami there is not an emotion in man 
or woman which I'.f not, however perterted and 
mudiiicvl in it- loniim^, in M'me way fltwved from 
the first lountain. W e .ire no more divided from 
supernature th in wc arc Irnm our own bodie«, and 
where the iife ot man or woman is naUiralb most 
intense it moU ii.itur.dlv oeerfiows .md mint'les 
with the subtler :.nd more lovely \v(>rld writldn. 
If religion li.is no word to s.u upon this it is in- 
complete, .md we w'ander in the narrow circle of 
prayers ami pniise, wondering all the while what 
to it we are praising (iod for, because we feel so 
melancholy and lifeless. Dante had a pl.ice in his 
Inferno for the joj less .souls, and if his conception 
be true the po]nilarioii of that circle will be largely 
modern Irish. A reaction .igaiiist this lonvei’tu.il 
resir.tint is -etting in, an I the needs ol' life will 
[ erhaps in the future no longer be violated a- they 
arc to-d.iy ; and since it is the pent-up floixl of 
the joy which ought to be in life which L.tusiiig 
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this reaction, and since there is a dmnc root in 
it is difficult tti saj where it mipht not carry us ; • 
F hope inti) MUiiC rcnew.il of .uuicnt conceptions of 
the fuiulaine'iral ]uitpo>>e of womanhood and its 
relalioji*. to Di'. iiie Nature, and that fnnn the 
teiiifile" when* woman ma\ he instnich’d she will 
come lorfh, with srrenuth in Iier to re-'ist all 
pleadint; mud the lover worship in her a divine 
womaidiood,, .md that throunh their love the 
dunied jiortio'is of the itnmnrial nature may c»)me 
together and he one as hi-fore the heuinnini; of 
w<>rlds 
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IluM\Nr'iv 1 ' ri(i tiu lIiiKI it wa- at ihc 

hc*jlnnn)i* i.f tliL* unrIiL I l»c -^pipt '\hiili, 
proniptcii •“«> ■! .'iMM' ' lie nt, rimsi* I'Miu 
aii<> inici I \a:j K*, r.i I'lsiuir-, IfitMiiu natinw 
thduuli if ' cisJi icJ thnu'Lih pcniKi-i of 

niaiiiMt}, . :k 1 aL-r, Ikp \'‘t hail i»s own 
Iranstui nia»wjns. Its rhil i hilJIincJ 

^avc wav, as ^u\r it'tu' imIc tiiiln.1 ii'fli' 
iluiplup, to jnciic ilcliiutc I'lirpust-,, .ind ndw it 
dlJ :mi(I luirucru\l with i'\p.(.ii(.iKc s. It i*- \\nt 
an .i|^c fjiat cjiuTichcs \t^ fiic, i>ut it will ncii rctirw 
attain tlu* actixitir* wiiii!) lam it wisiinn'.. AikI 
so it lomcs that pk'Ii p,iii with :i iVcIiiiL' vhii'h 
thej tiMiislati* int«> wtMri•^(■^'; dl' liU* Inlnrc \hc 
.u'ciisloniul jnis aiul p.irpos^-, nt tluM kuc. 
They woiuler at the ^pell whuh irKliiu\l tlieir 
fathei< to pl*)t uul execute JeeJs wliKh'^eeni to 
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them to have no more meaning than a whirl of dust. 
Rut their fathers had this weariness also and con* 
cealeJ it from each other in fear, f«>r it meant the 
1.i\ing aside of the sceptre, the toppliiii; over of 
empires, the chilling of the household warmth, and 
all fi'»r a \oice whose in?ier signiheance revealed 
itself but to one or two among myriads. 

'I'hc s]>irit has liardly emerged from the 
childhood with which nature clothes it afresh at 
e\ery new birtli, when the di'-paiil) between (he 
garment and the weaier beetmies manifest : the 
little tissue «;f joys and dre.ims WM\vn about it is 
foiiiul in.uieqiiaie for shelter : it trembles exposed 
to rhe winds blowing out of the unknown. We 
linuer at Iwiliirht with some companion, still glad, 
contented, and in tune with the nature which fills 
the orcluirds w'ith blossom and spravs the hedges 
with dewy blooms. 'I'he luighing lip. give 
utterance to wishes — ours until tli.it nv-ment. 
Then the spirit, without warning, suddenly falls 
into immeasur ible .ipe : a sj'hinx-like f.ice IiKiks 
at us : our lips answei", but far f rom the region of 
elemental being we inhabit, they s) liable in 
shadowy sound, out of old usage, the response, 
speaking of a hwe .iiid a hope wJm n we know’ 
h.i\c \anishc’d irom iis for evermore. St. hour by 
hour the seour;. of rhe im'nite ilrivi . iis out of 
e\ery n(*ok and corner ol bfe v.e rind plcMsanr. 
And this always -ikes pl.ice when ill lashitiiicd 
to our liking : then into our dream strides tlva 
wielder of tlic lightning ; we j'ct glimpses <.f a 
world beyond us thronged with mighty, exultant 
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•beings : our own deeds become infinitesimal to 
us : the colours ot' our ima^rination, once so 
shining, gnnv p.ile us the living liuhts of God glow 
upon them. W’e find .1 little honey in the heart 
which we m.ike swi'eter for some one, and then 
another lover, whose forms .ire legion, ^ighs to us 
out of its multitudinous being: wc know that the 
old love is lione. 'I'here is .1 sweetness in song or 
in the cunning re-im.iLMng of the beauty we see; 
but the M.u;iei,in ot the He.uitiful whispers, to us 
of his art, how we w.--e with him when he laid the 
foiind.itions ol' rh.‘ world, .iiid the -'onp is un- 
finished, the tinge!' grow li-'flesi. .-Vs w'e reicive 
these intini.ition- of .ege u-ir veiy sms become 
iiou.itive : we .in 'liil ple.ise 1 it a voice pr.iises us, 
but we grow in enterprises where the 

spur ti> .letiviti t ime or the :ui.l.)ination of men. 
At some I'ojiit ;i> ihe j'.i.i w* »u.tv h.i\e 'fitgglcd 
mightily for tn. '•weei meense wliiih men offer 
to a towel! ig pel on ilitv ; but the infinite is for 
ever within man : we s-iglud for other worlds and 
found tint in be s.ilmed as victor by men did not 
mean .ic.eept.ince l\\ the gods. 

J’mr the pl.uing of an invisible finger upon 
our li|i« when we would the heart-throb of 

warning where we would hue, tint w'e giow con- 
temptuous of the privies of’ life, doe-, not nie.in 
that the spirit ha- ce.i'-ed J.'oni its l.iiimir'., ih.'t the 
high-built iHMiitv ol' rh. spheres i. 10 topple 
I rnistil) into ch.ios, as ,i miglity temple in tiie de-ert 
sinks into the sand, watched only by .1 few bar- 
barians too feeble to renew its ancient pump and 

K 
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the ritual of its once shining congregations. 
Before we, who were the bright children of the 
dawn, may return as the twilight race into the 
siliMice, our purpose mu-.t be achieve^l, we have to 
assume niasterx f»vcr tliat nature which now over- 
whelms us, driving intci the Fire-fold the flocks of 
stars and wandering fires. Does it seem very vast 
and f.ir away ? Ih) joii sigh at the lont;, long 
time r Dr does it appear hopeless to you who 
perhaps return with trembling feet eveninL' after 
ev'cning from a little labour ? Bui it is behind all 
these thini,s that the renewal t.ike^- plaie, v.’hen 
love and grief .ire dead ; when thev Ituisen their 
hold on the spiT.t and it sinks b.uk into itself, 
looking out on the pitiful plight of those who, 
like it, are the wearj inheriton. ot si j gre.it Ji stinies: 
then a tenderness which i-- the ini>st profound 
qualiri of its being springs up like rht ciiiraving 
of the dawn, and if in that mniul it would i>!ui or 
exeiute it know* no we.triness, tor it is .loiirished 
from the lorsr Fountain. .\.s for these feeble 
children of the onie l' lot 1011* spirits of the daven, 
only .1 \ 1st hopt van .irouse them from s 1 \.ist a 
despair, for the fire w'ill not invigortte them for 
the repetition of petty deeds but onlv tor the 
eternal enteiprise, the war in he.ven, th.'t lonfliet 
berw’een 'ritaii u* d Zeus wli'.h is part >f the ncv'cr- 
ending struggle of the hur’an ‘pirit to assert its 
‘Ui'reni.icj over nature. We, who ‘te, iru.sheJ 
by this mountain nature piled .ibove us, mu-t. 
arise ag<iin, unite to storm ihc heavens and sir >n 
the seats ol the migbtv. 
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VVe speak iiiit of too petty .1 spirit to each 
other; the true poems, said AVhirmaii : 

UriMiS iion^ ii. Ir »•! i-i Iv i 'crPiisiii ti» Iv 'ii .in-l hi!!, 

Wliorn rb \ 1 1'.t 'ii'.x m!>'‘ i:iici p.i ^ in lu'iifM ilu i iMii of 

i.tr-i, h) If ini imc ••] tht luctiiiin^s 
To lainuli >*ti with I'n I'liiri ii> ^un ,• ih'-iiiiirii iht • i-a c- 

II' h ijiiict .I/Miii. 

Hm* I-, irispii'.pt n — the \i»kc of ihc ''oul. 
lU't'iT word wrii- h r.ally i-s spoken .is if 

tbc (ioI.Ilm Am *..i i \w\c\ p.i'.'*ril. '1 hr uriMf 

rrarhers ipniirr •' . prrsmal iJ.ciUiiy .in»t spr.ik 
to rhr rlrinil pH run. I'oi' «ifrtn ihr form or 
surfaro t.ir I nun in.ikrs us filter^ 

and u'r sjH’ak u> that torni .ind thr soul is not 
stirred- jT’ii .ns i\|uil OMi'pii .inuiscs M. To 
whorvrr Juils iii if ihi hirer, rhr lirro, the ni.itii- 
ciun, if will rcsp.tiuL hue nor fo him who .Krosts 
it in thr n.unr Uid sjylr of oufer ^elt. How 
often lio v\c iMl lunj; t'» hre.ik thp»Ln:h thr veils 
\vhi^.h diviui. iis from some one, l)ur cusiuin, ton- 
veiuion, or .i fear orheiny t>:isunderst(»iKl pi event 
us, and the mMinriil pas-^es \vh»>st luat inii^ht 
have hiirned thmu^h rverj iMnier. Out with 
it — out wiih it, the hidden ht'.irt, the love ih.it is 
voiceless, the secret tend, r urrin of .us inhnire 
forfiivencss. 'Fhat spe.il^ ^ to the ht irr. 'I'bat 
i?ierccs throujiii many a vesiuie i»t the Nnii. Our 
companion struuj>ics in some 1 ihyriiif li ot'j>.issioii. 
Wc help him, we think, with ethic and moralities. 
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Ah) very well they are ; well to know and to keep, 
but wherefore ? For their own sake ? No, but 
that the Kiny may ariM* in his beauty. \Vc write 
that in letters, in books, but to the face of the 
fallen who brinus back renicnibriiiiee r Who 
cmIIs him by his secret name ? larr a man but 
fei‘1 tor wh.it Jiiiih cause is his battle, ff)r what is 
his cvilic labour, and a warrior who is invincible 
ii'^hts fur him and he draws up<*n divine powers. 
Our attitude to man and to nature, expressed or 
not, has sometiiino i>f the effet.t of ritu.il, of 
evocat'oii. As <>ur aspiration i- . m inspir.-tion. 
We believe in life universal, in a brotherhood 
whivh links the .ienients to man, and makes the 
^low-worm feel far off something of the laptiire 
of the seraph hosts. 'I'heit we yo our into the 
livini> worlil, and what inriiiem.es pour tliroiiqh 
us ! We are “ at k.U'i.ie w'th the stmus ef the 
field.” The winds of the world blow n-iiaiitly 
upon us as in ibe earl\ time. We feel wrapt 
about willi love, wiili an infinite tenderness that 
c.iresses us. Alone in our rooni> .is we ponder, 
what sii-lden .ibvs&es of lif>ht open within us 1 
The (iod' are so much nearer than w'e dreamed. 
We rise up ititoMcate.l with the thouvihr, .ind reel 
out '■’eekini* an equal co ■ipain m>-hi,> under the 
{ire.it niiiht aii'l the suirs. 

Ia.-t iis yet iieir to r» ilitii*'. We read too 
nvih. We th'nk of that which is "the {loal, 
tile Comforter, the I.tird, the Witness, tie 
restinji-pLice, the as}lum, and the Friend.” Is 
it by any of these dear am' familiar niimes ? The 
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soul of the modern mystic is bccominpr a mere 
hoarding-jilacc for uncomely theories. He create^ 
an uncouth symbolism, .ind blinds his siml within 
with names drawn from the K.ibala or ancient 
Sanskrit, and makes alien to himself the intimate 
powers of his spirit, things which in truth .ire 
more his th.in the beatings of his heait. Coulil we 
not spe.ik i>f them in our own tongue, and the 
language of to-il.i\ will be as sacred .is any of the 
past. From the tiolden One, the «.hild of the 
divine, comes a \iii;c 'o its sh.idow. It is strani>er 
to our world, al< of trom our ambitions, wirh a 
destinj nor here i-- ne tulfiUeti. It -.lys : “ You 
are of >.lust wliil.‘ I am roll'd in iipalescent airs. 
You dwell in h.mse- of il.iy, I in a temple not inaile 
by hands. I will not 00 with thee, bu' thou must 
come with me." And not alone is the form ot 
the divine* alo.i* but the -.piiit behind the form. 
It is ..iIUm 'he ■ loal iiuly, bur it h.is no ending. 
It is the Com toiler, bur it waves awiiy our jojs 
and Inipc' bke thi. .ingel with the ti.iming sword. 
Though it is the Resting-pl.ice, it stirs to all 
hcioic strife, 10 outgoing, to conquest, li is the 
Friend indeed, but it w'ill iMt yield to our desires. 
Is it this strangt, unfathomable selt we think (o 
know, and .iw.tken to, by what is written, or by 
study of it as so many planes of eonseioiisness ? 
But in vain we store th> upper eh.imbers of the 
mind w'iih such quaint fieniture of thought. /Co 
archangel make's his abc-de theiein. They abide 
only in the shining. No wonder ih.tt the fJods 
do not incarnate. We cannot sa) w<? do p.iy 
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reverence to these awfiil powers. We repulse*' 
the Hvine truth bv uur doubts and reasonings. 
Wc* would ri»n;|K*l the (unis to liill in with our 
petti' phikisophy r.ithcr than trust in the heiivenly 
Uuidance. All, (n think of it, those ilrcaJ deities, 
the divine hires, to be so enskived ! We h'avc 
not comprehended the nie.inini> of the voice which 
cried, *' Prep.ire )e the wav of the l.ord,” or this, 
“ l.ift up vour heads, ye gates. JJe je lifted 
up, je c\ erKistino iloors, and thi King of (ilory 
shall come in.” Nothing that we lead i.s useful 
unless it i..lls up living things in ihe soul. To 
read a invstii book truly is to invoke the powers. 
If thiv do not r se up plumed and radiant, the 
apparitions of spiniual thin!.>s, then is our labour 
barren. We only eiu. umber the mind with use- 
less symbols. They knew better ways long ago. 

“ M.vster of the (ireen-waving Planisphere, . . . 
laird of the i\/.ure I'Apanse, ... it is rhus »vo 
invoke." critd the •nagiiians of old. 

Aii'l us, let Us invoNe them with joy, let us call 
upon them with love, the Light wc hail, or the 
Divine Darkness we worship with silent breath. 
That silence cries aloud t«i the (lods. Then they 
will appro.uh i. . Then we mav learn rlu-it speech 
of nunv <olom., for they will not "I'eak in oui 
mortal tongue ; ‘hey will no answer . . the names 
of nun. I'heii names .ire i linbovv glories. Yet 
these are inv steri'-s, and thev' cantioi he rcasonea 
cjiit or aigued over. W'e cannot .sp(,ik truly V'l 
them from report, or desc.iption, or from what 
another has written. A r- Lition to the thing in 
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itself alone is our warrant, and this mciins we must 
set aside our intellectual self-sufficiency and await 
guidance. It will surely come to thtw who wait 
in trust, a glow, a heat in the he.irt .uinouncing 
the aw.ikeniii'4 of the Fire. And, as it blows with 
its mysiit breath into the brain, there i.-> a hurtling 
of visions, a brilh.iP(.e of lights, a sound as of 
greal watci*s viorani and miisiial in their flow- 
ing, and niurmurs from a simile yet multitudinous 
beini>< in siuh a niiusl, when tiu far beioities 
near, ilie stiange I. mihar, and the infinite possible, 
he wrote fiom wliiise vvi-rds we yer the in- 
sj)iratif'n : 

'I'll i.iniuli <iti Mil ! il Miiiin 1; ill, tn '‘■.iicp tliioii^Ii tin* 

iiM e!i- i.'ii ■' »n>l III o‘i I'l t|uiv.i i;Min 

Such .! f lilh and «>uih an unrest be ours: 
faith will* Il !•» niistru r of ihe visible; unrest 
which is toll ol I hidden siiret\ and reliatue. We, 
when w( fill ini i plea'<ant places, rest and dream 
our strength aw.ic. iJefoie every enterprise and 
ad\et:tuie of the -oul we laUulate in fcMr our 
power to do. Hut remember, “Oh, disciple, in 
thy work for thy brothi.- thou hast luany allies; 
in the wuuls. in the air, in all the voices of the 
silent >.hore.” I hese .ire tiie f.ir-wandered powers 
of our own nature, and they turn .igain home at 
our need. We tame oat of the (ire.it Mother- 
Life for the jnirposes « f soiib Are her darlings 
forgotten where they •Mrkly wander and si rive .’ 
Never. Are not the lives of all her heroes proof 
Though they seem to stand alone The eternal 
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Mother keeps watch on them, and voices away 
and unknown to them before arise in passionate 
defence, and hearts beat warm to help them. 
A}e, if we tmild lof^k uithin we uould see vast 
nature stirred «)n their behalf, and institutions 
shaken, until the truth tiny hnht tor triumphs, 
•and th«‘v pass, and .1 wake <»f ftloiy <‘ver wiilen- 
ini> behind them trails down the oce.m of the 
years. 

'Mills the warrior within us work**, or, if we 
choose to phrase it so, it is the .ictioii of the 
spiritual win. Hiall we not, then, liu-t in it and 
late the luikiK.wn, ilefiant and tearless of its 
danpeis. 'I houe 1 we seem to uo ahuie to the 
hi}*!!, the loneli, the pure, we nee.l not desp.iir. 
Let no one brim* to this task the mood of the 
martjr or of one who thitik" he saerifiies some- 
thint*. Yet let all who will eoim. fa-t them 
enter the path, f.icinu all thii’iis in life and .ith 
with a mood at once* i..iy and reiereiil, as. beseems 
those who are iniinort.'t — who are eliildren tei-day, 
but wbeise liaiuls to-moriow may t;r.isp the seeptre, 
rittinjr deiwr. with «he (a.els as e(|u.ils and e«im- 
panions. “ \\ hat a man thinks th.it he is : that 
is the eild se’trft.” In tbi- self-cone'e|iti.>n lies 
the see ret of lift-, the* w.n of es,..i|.e and letiirn. 
We liaee •niajiine.* ourselvt' :nto little.. .ess, dark- 
ness, .uid f» e*blenes‘’. We nil! tin'.u.i'.c ri”'selves 
into !>reatne-ss. “ If thou will not eq.ial thyself 
to tiod them e.inst not iinde'rstai'.d (i'hI. 'I'hc like 
is only intelligible h\ the like.” In semic moment 
of meire cftnipU*tc ima^inati* n the thought-boi *1 
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may go forth and look on thr ancient Beauty. 
So it was in the mysteries long ago, and nwy well 
be to-day. 'rhe poor dc.td sh.idow was laid to 
sleep, forgotten in its darkness, as the fiery power, 
mounting trom heart to heail, went forth in 
radiance. Not then did it rest, nor ought we. 
The dim W(»rU!s dropped behind it, the lights of 
earth disappiareil as ir neareil the heights of the 
immortils. 'I here was One seatcvl on a throne, 
One dark and liriehr with ethereal glory. It 
arosi- in grv*etine. 'I he radi int figure laid its heail 
ag.diist the breast wloLh urew siKldinlv yolden, 
and iMther aiiil S<>ii vanislieJ in that whuh has 
no place < » ii.ime 

III 

^•\ I'll I !i it *iii iii^ 

‘ ii> r ■ *iiii ■*. I .'i.iii 

I I '|i I l|* III! ll •• II *1 

I '■ I I |i ll ll I • •■I't: I Hill. 

We are ijut...i'ts from l)cit\, therefure we 
defame the phue of’ our exile. But wno is rliere 
may set a[>.iri his destmi from the e.irth w’liiih 
bore him ? I .mi t'ne of those who would, brino 
back the old ii\erir.i.e for the Moihei, the m.igi- , 
the love. I rhiiik, mel.iphys<< iaii, vou have ei'iie 
astray. You would si-ik within youisLlf ti r the 
fountain of life. Yes, the e is rhe true, the <’nJy 
light. But do iii't dream f will lead vou farther 
Away from the earth, but rather deepei Imo its 
heart. By it you arc nourished with thoi-e living 
waters you would drink. ^ ou are Kt* m the 
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womb and unborn, and the Mother breathes for.' 
you the diviner airs. Dart out your farthest ray 
of thoujLjht to the original, and yet }ou 'nave not 
found a new path nt your own. Your ray is still 
cnclos(‘i.l in the p.irent ra\, and only on the 
sidere.il streuns are you l)orne to the freedom 
of the deep, to the saered stars whose distance 
maddens, and to the loneK la^ht of iai>hts. 

lA-t us, therc-fore, .ictepl the eondittons and 
.uIJrcss (Hirseives with wonder, with aw'e, writh 
love, as we well may, to that Ikhi-j in whom we 
nii>ve. I abate n<» jot of those vaster hopt ., yet 
1 woulvl piirsiu that ardent aspiration, content as 
to liere aiul t«»-.'.iy, I do not believe in a nature 
red with to<»th and claw'. If indeed she appears 
so terrible to any it is because they thc-niselves 
have armed her. Aj'.iin, behind the anuer of the 
(iods there is a love. Are the rocks b.preii.? 
Lay \uur brow ij;ainst them and learn v/h.it 
memories they k«.cj). Is the lirown eaith un- 
bcautifiil : ’t et lie on the breast of the Mother 
and you shall he aur'oled with the ilews of faery. 
'I'he earth is the entrance t«) the 1 laHs of Tw'ilifiht. 
What emanations are those that make radiant the 
dark woods cm pine 1 Uouiu! evert leal and tree 
and over all t-ie mount.iii.s wave tlu fiery trcssc- 
of that hidden sun which -s the .sou. of the earth 
and paient of ycnir soul. liul we rl-ink of these 
tlviyys no I'lns, t. Like the p'-<vdiL*.d we have 
wandered f.ir from our home, l>iu no more retui n.» 
Wc idly pass or wiit as s'raii^ers in the halli our 
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i^.id nr f.iin no more to live - 
I ha\e pr^'- cil iliL- lip* nl p.i'n 
\\ iili c*u' I I'so'* ^.\o 

Kail'illlU I p'KSLi .iLMIJl 

I would r.iiso shrinkin-i -^oul to a more 
universal .uetpt.iiuc. Whar ! doe** it aspire to 
the All, and }et dcn\ l)\ its revc*lt and inner pro- 
test the jiistite of Law ? hVoni sditow we ‘ihall 
take no less and no niort than froi-i our pns. h'or 
if the one rexcaK lo ihe *0:11 the ni»»«ie In vvIulH 
the powei" oxerflon and fills it here, the nthcr 
indicates to ir tiie Miiaher.ililf' will whiih checks 
excess and leads a « n to true pioporinMi .ind its 
own aiKCstr.il '.dc il. ^ et men ‘^tenn for e\er to 
fly from thei*- tU'^riny m iiuwir.dde l>eaiit\ ; 
because of oelaj tlie power insiies an 1 lures no 
lonjicT Init ‘*or- Oiir inio the hichw.n 1 with a 
hand of inrn. We lo.)k I'uk eheeWulIv « noiic»h 
upon those old trials nut ol'wlmli we ha\e passed ; 
but we have cile.med *»nl\ an afteimath nr wisdnm, 
and missed the fii!l harvc'st il the will ha** not ri^^en 
royallv at the moment in unisnn wsth the will of 
the Imnmrt.iK evcfi lhou,L:h it L«>mes rr-lleil mu d 
with terror and sutferinL: aiul strikes at the heart 
of cl.i\ . 

'rhrouj»h all iheM- thinij , sn Oouht. despair, 
poverty, ^ilk, feeble, or bafilid, we have vet 10 
learn reliance. “ / : /// "// /ttfzy tin. 

/Acr ” are the words of t*'.c' nifist aiuient spirit, to 
the spark wanderinir in t)ie immensity or ir'* own 
bein^. 'Fliis hi::h couia»*c brine's with it a 
vision. It secs the true intent in all circumstance 



140 IMAGINATIONS AND REVERIES 

out of which its own emerccs to meet it. Before 
it the blackness melts into forms of beauty, and 
back of all illusions is scon the oUi enchanter 
tenderly smilini;, the dark, hidden bather en- 
vulo|)iii^ his children. 

All thinjiS have their compensationN. bor 
what is absent here there is always, if w’c seek, a 
nobler presenee about us. 

CaptiVL, Lc what a.ir» LM\r Ii,!.;h( 
ill tiic hiilJ. II li .in i<i i 1.1'. 

Ar :li> ir iuPk .iiu! •i*.'}.; 

' A.ik ciik lirtaiii} Ki.i*' ill 

We complain of conditions, bur this very 
iniperKition it is v.hich un;es us to ari'.e and seek 
for the Kies of the linmortab. What we lick 
recalls the fulness. 'I 'he soul has seen a bripliter 
dav than this and a sun whiih never sets, f fence 
the retrospeit: “ 'riutu h.tst beeti in balen the 
garden of tiod; exerv pretiou-. sttme w.i- thy 
eoverini:, the saidiu', ropa/, and the diamond, 
the berjl, the onyx, rlie i.i«per, the sa]'>j>hirc, 
emerald. . . . 'riioii w.ist upon the hob mountain 
of God; thou h.ist w.dki‘d up and ihtwn in the 
midst i>f the sio.nes of fire.” W'l- would point out 
these nidiant a\i-nues of return but sopu times 
we feel in our In-irts rhat .<iiuii«.l but cockney 
voices, as guiik-* amid the ..'icienl tneples, the 
cyclojHMii irjpts s.uiLtiried bj the nii'fi .-h-s. To 
be intelligible we 'eplace tlic opal. '■rcni shining 
by the terms of the scientist, and ho p'-ate of oecub . 
physiology in the same breath with the Most High. 
Yet when the soul has the Mdoti divine it knows 
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not it has a body. Let it remember, and the 
breath of glory kin«llcs it no more ; it is once 
again a c.iptivc. After all it does n(>t make the 
mysteries ele.irer to spe-ik in ]>h\siial terms ami 
do violence to our intuiti«>ns. If we ever use 
these centres, :is fires vve sJiall see them, or they 
shall well up wiihiii us us fi>unt.iins of potent 
sound. "We ni.iv s.uistV peojile’s miiKls with .1 
sense correspondence, and their souK m.iy jet hold 
aloof. W’e shtill onb' inspiu* b\ the magic of a 
superior beautj. tint. h»o h.is its d.ingers. 

“'Ihou h.ist iorriii'i«d. tliv wisdom by reason 
of thy bruhtness,” continues the seer. If we 
follow' too luucii th> ( !usi\e lv..uty of form we will 
mi." the spirit 'I he last Mvrels jie for those who 
translate visir.n into beinu. Does rhe glory fade 
awav before jr»u : Niy truly in jfiur heart, “ 1 
care not. '1 will weir the i-r'Ijes I am endowed 
with to- i.iv.'* '1 < u are .ilre.ulv become beautiful, 

bcini; bej’oiu'. desoc- and fiee. 

.in»! ii.i\ im i. 

Frit I'liiv *'1 iii.ii 11 ‘III"'', 

Sp. ill 'iiiiii ' :J laiii'lii' Ji|'s 
*''.1' 'll I'* . n: .1 \« 'iJii I'lv n 

To childl'.ood tmee .igain. We must reu.iin 
the lost r.t:ite. i>ut it is to the gi.int .ind 'pirituid 
chililhi'iHl of the j'oung immoit.il-> we imi-l re- 
turn, when into their ile.i' and tr.insliieenr souls 
first fell the rats of the lat ler-lnings, 'fhe men 
o: old were inrim.ites of WMid .ind wave .ind pLj’- 
mates of many a brightness long since lot gotten. 
The rapture of the fire was. their rest ; 'heir out- 




going was still consciously through universal* 
being, by darkened images we may figure 
somethin!! v.mudy akin, as when in rare moments 
under the -’tars the I»ig dreamy heart of childhood 
is per\.iiU->l with quiet .ind brimmed full with 
love. Dear children of the world, so tired to-day 
— so weary' •seekint' after the light. Would you 
recover strength and iinniorral viyour ? Not one 
star alone, your star, shall shed its happy light 
upon you, luit the All \oii must adore. Some- 
thing intimate. scLivt, unspeakable, akin to thee, 
will emerge silcith, insensiblv, ami .illy itself 
with thee as thoii :!athcrest rh\self rroni the four 
quartii- of the e.ii.h. We shill go l)a».k to rhe 
world ol the dawn, but to a brighter light than 
that whieh opened up this wondrous >t('r_\ of the 
cyiles. The forms of elder ye.irs will reappear in 
our visi«)n, the tarher-benigs ome :ig*in. So we 
shall grow at home .imivl rhe^e grandeurs, and 
wirh that All- Presence .iliout us may cry in our 
hearts, At last is our meeting, Immortal. O 
starry one, ni»w is our rest 1 ” 

V. ''JIK' "ll, A\\d\ , 

\\ 2 WlW ■|•|(! Jl til IlCilt’ ill** Tl' 

I’l*. ' tl t i' I' *• 11* f ! t I* I . 

hi rli • *1 ifi ir . 


I 
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Thfre somclinif** ifiirn-s f)n us a nu)Oi.l of strantff 
reveroncf fi>r pcoplt.- .'/’d fl’inL'-- which in levs 
conteini’l.itive houiv w* hf)ld tci he unworthy ; 
and in mkIi tnujiiein ve maj set side l)\ side the 
head tjf die C hi«st .n.‘ the Ir.kI of .in outi..ist, and 
there is an et|i:il indi.iiKe arouiui e.uh, which 
makes of the ilarker f.ue .1 sh.uiow ami is itself a 
shado^^ .irtiund t!u- he.id ol' liyht. W'e ft el a 
fundament. I • uinrx of purpii'C in rlieir presence 
here, .uid wouiil .t willioi^h p.i\ honi.itie to the 
one who has I'lllen -s to him who h.is bcLome a 
master of life. ! know th.it imnienioi'i.il order 
decrees tli.u the l.iiirel irown lie oiven onlv to the 
victor, Imt in the-e monient. I spc.ik of a profound 
intuition eh.mues the decree ..nd sets the aureole 
on both .dike. 

We feci such cleep pitj for the ftillen that there 
must needs he .1 justice in it, for these diviner 
feelings arc wise in tbcinscK -s and do not \ .ij'Uf‘ly 
arise. I hey .ire lights t’ nii the Kithei. A 
Ju'-tice lies in uttermost pilj and foryivenes> . ev'en 
when we seem to ourselves i<j be most deeply 
wronged, or why is it that tiic awakening of 
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resentment or hate brings such swift contrition ?. 
We are ever self-condemned, and the dark thought 
which went forth in us brooding revenge, when 
suddenly smitten by the light, withdraws and hides 
within itself in awful penitence. In asking my- 
self why it is that the me.tnest .ire safe from our 
con(lcnin.ition when we sit on the true seat of 
judirnient in the hc.irt, it seemed to me th.at their 
shiclii Wiis the sense we have of .1 nobility hidden 
in them under the cover of ignt)ble things ; that 
their present d.irkness ivas the re«'Ult of some too 
weighty hetoic hboiir iinderuken long .igo by the 
human spirit, thjt it w.is the ctinsecr.ition of ]>.ist 
purpose which |i\iyed with such .1 lender light 
.iboiit iheir ruined lives, and it w.is more p.ilhctic 
bccMusc this nolilcness was .ill unknown to the 
fallen, and the heroic < .luse t>f so much pain was 
fortjoticn in life’s prisiiri-house. * 

While feeliiii; the service to us of the great 
ethical ide.ils which h.ive been formulated by men, 

I think lh.it the idea of justice intellectiuilly con- 
ceived tends to beget .■ *.ert.iin h.irdness (if heart. 
It is true th.it men have done wrong — lieiice their 
pain ; but b.ick of all this there is something 
infinitely sootlii.iy, .1 light that docs not vvound, 
which says no harsh thin:', even alih(>.iuh the 
darkest of the si 'fits turns io it in it* .igony, for 
the darkest of human spirit-- tins -nil aimind him 
this fir-t glory w!’'ch shines from .1 deeper being 
within, whose history may be told a- the legend of, 
the Hero in Man. 

Among the many inmioi 'als w'ith whom ancient 
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myth peopled the spiritual spheres of humanity 
are sonic figures which draw to themselves a more 
profound tenderness than the rest. Not Ajdiro- 
ditc rising in l>eaiity from the faerv foam of the 
first seas, not Apollo with sweetest singing, 
laughter, and couth, not the wielder of the light- 
ning could es.Kt the recerence accorded to the 
lonely ‘I'itan chained on the: mountain, or to that 
bowed figure heavy with the burden of the sins of 
the world ; for the biiglitir dirinitics had no part 
in the labout of n-: n no -suih intimate* relation 
with the wherefore of hts <iwti exi'-tenee so full of 
struggle. The mo: e r.itiianr fii^urcs are prophecies 
to him of his ilcstuu, but the I'itan and rhe Christ 
are a revelation of Ili^ .’lore in:ir.ediare state ; their 
giant sorrow-, tou'panion hi-, tnvn, and in con- 
templating them he .iwaken--' uh.it is noblest in 
his own nafure ; or, in otlKr words, in under- 
standing the’r liivine Iieroiou he understands 
himself. 1 1’l this in mith it s(.|*jiis to me to 
mean : all k.nowlem.'e is .1 revelation of the .self 
to the self, and our deepest lomprebeo'ion of the 
secminiily .ipari ilivine is also our f.irthest inroad 
to ^elf-knowlellge ; Prometheus, Christ, .ire in 
every heirt ; the sUiry of one is the stm-y of all ; 
the Titan .tnvl the Cruitrietl .ire hiim.iiiily. 

If. then, we consfivlei them as rt-piesenring the 
human spirit ami ilisi.n^.o.tile fiom the muhs 
their meaning, we sh.ill fit ; th.u whatv'ver rever- 
• ence is due to that hen-ie lo'e, uliieii desvemled 
from heaven for the rcvleeming of a lower nature, 
must be paid to every human being. Christ is 

L 
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incarnate in all humanity. Prometheus is bound; 
for ever within us. They are the same. They 
arc a host, and the divine incarnatiem was not 
spoken of one, but of all tho«e w’ho, dc'sceiiding 
into the lower workl, tried to ch.inHe it into the 
diA'ine im.ij'e, and to wrest out <»f eharw a kin^dom 
for the empire of liuht. 'I'he .injicls saw liclow 
tiicni in ihaos a senseless rout blind with elemental 
pissi«)n for ever warring with discordant cries 
which broke in upon the world of divine beauty; 
and that the pain might depart, they grew rebell- 
ious in the Master’s peace, and le-eendiiijf to 
earth the anL:el'c lights were (ruiiiied in men, 
leaviii'.' so r.uli.' *r worlds, such a light of beauty, 
for earth’s grev twilight filled with tears, that 
through this elemental life might lireathe the 
starrv music brought from Him. If the " Forc- 
.seer ” be a true name for the Titan, ii folhiw's that 
in the host w'hich he reprc-seiiis vvas a light which 
well foreknew a!l tin dark paths of its journey ; 
foreseeing the bitter struggle with .i husttle n.'itiirc, 
but foreseeing perhap.- a gain, a di.stani glory o’er 
the hills ol' sorrow, and that chaos, divine and 
transformed, with only gentle breathing, lit up 
by the Christ- oul of th ■ uiilvc'‘se. 'I here is a 
tr.insforming j -iwer in tin thought its *lf : we can 
no longer condemn the f.illi i, they wii<i lai.l aside 
their thrones of ancient power, t’leir sp-rit ecstasy 
and beautv on sm h a mission. l^■rhaJ■s those who 
sank lowest did so to niise a greater burden, and, 
of these most fallet. it m.*v in the hour of their 
resurrection be said, “ Thi last shall be first.” 
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So, placing siJe by side the head of the outcast 
with the head of Christ, it has this equal beauty — 
with as bright a gloiy it sped from (lie l•'alhcr in 
ages past on its reiiiTiniiig labour. Of hi*' present 
darknC'S wh.U sh.ill we siy r “ 1 le is .iltogethcr 
dead in sin?” N.iy, mther with tend<*iness> for- 
bear, ami think the foreseeing spirit has taken 
its own dread p..th to mastery ; that rh.u which 
foresaw the sorrow* foresaw .ilso be\e»nd it a gre'iter 
joy and a mightier cNistetKe, when it would rise 
again in a new* robe w«iv<*ii out of the tre.isiire 
hidden in the deep of -.ts sul>inergente, and shine at 
last like the stars i-t the morning, and live among 
the Sons of ( lod. 

II 

Our lieepest l«»ve is when we .lie alom.. We 
think most truly, I-n e lu* i. when isol.iteit Itoin the 
outer worM in ih.it mvstie .ibiss we c.iil soul. 
Nothing e'rernal ^.m equal tiu fulliics- i>f these 
moments. We may sir in the blue twilight with 
a friend, or bend together bi the hearth, half 
whispering or in a sileiiu- populous with loving 
thoughts mutiully understoiid ; then wc m.iy feel 
happy and at peaie, hut it is only bei.iuse w« .ir<* 
lulled by a semblance to deeper intimacies. \\ hen 
we think ut a friend and the lov.*cl one dmws tiigli, 
we .sometimes feci half-]>.tined, tor we tomlu'd 
something in our solitude which the living 
presence shut out ; we seem more ai'.irf, and 
would fain wave them away and cry, ” Call me 
not forth from this ; 1 am no more a ^pirit if 1 
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leave my throne.” But these moods, though lit 
up by intuitions of the true, are too partial, they 
bclont' too much to the twilight of the he.irt, they 
have too drc.imy a temper to mtvc us well in life. 
W’e would wish rather tor our thoughts a direct- 
ness such as belongs to the messengers «)i' the 
gods, swift, beautiful, flashing presences bent on 
purposes well understood. 

\\ h.U we need is that this interior tenderness 
sh.ill be elevated i?ito seership, th.u what in most 
is only ye.irning or blind love shall see clearly its 
way .ind hope. To this end we h.ivc lo i*bsirve 
more inteiith tht 'uture of the interioi life. We 
find, indeed, tb.it it is not .i solitude .it all, but 
dense with inultitiidiiKMis being : instead of being 
alone we .ire in the thronged highways of exist- 
ence. bor our giiidaiiLe when entering here 
m.iny words of warning have been littered, law^ 
have been outlined, .itul beings full of w-uider, 
terror, .ind be.iuty described. Yet there is a 
spirit in us deejn'i* than our inti. llectii.il being 
which I think of .is the I lero in man, who feels the 
nobility of its place in the midst of all this, and 
who would f.iin equal the greatness of iwrieption 
with deeds as g.'eat. ’I'he weu'ii’'‘ss .iii>l ^ense of 
futility which fften f.i i.i'on the • ystic after 
much thought is due » i-iis, that t’e h.is not 
recognized that he niusi ic work.T .is vvi M as scer, 
that here he Ini', ilutie- Jcmanc'ing .i more sus- 
Uiiiicd endurance, just as the inner life is so much, 
vaster and mere intense tlvin the life he has left 
behind.' 
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Now the duties which can be taken up by the 
soul are exactly tllo^e which it feels most in- 
adequate to perform when acting .is .in emlKidied 
being. W’h it shall be done to quiet the he.irt-cry 
of the world ; how answer the dumb .ip]'e.il tor 
help we s<» often divine below eyes tb.it Kuigh ? 
It is thi s.uldest of ill! sijrrows* to think that pity 
with no h.inds to lie.il, that love without a v(»ice to 
spe.ik shouKi helplessly he.ip their pain upon juin 
while e.irth sh.ill endure, out there truth 
abf'Ut sorrow whiifi i think ni.iy make it seem not 
so hopeless. 'I'Ih'm .ire te\vi.r barriers tli.in we 
think : there is, in n iirh, an inner alli.ince between 
the soul who wou'j l.iin i;ive .ind the soul who i.s 
in need. N.iiure h.is well provided that not one 
golden r.iy ol’nll our thou^dits n sped uiertVLti\e 
through the il.irk ; not on- drop of the 1n.igic.1l 
elixirs love .?i..tils '> w.isicd |,et us lonsiiUr how 
this may lx-. 'I'beie is .t h.ibit w«‘ nearly all li.ive 
iiidulgeil in. \\ e weave Ibtle st<>nes in our minds, 
expending love .ind pit\ upon the iniai'in.irv 
beings we li.ive createii, .ind I h.ivc been led ti» 
think that manv of these arv not imagiiKirv, th.it 
somewhere in the world beings .ire living iiist in 
that wa\ . .ind we imn-ely re-form and lii'e over .ig «in 
in our life the story of another life. Sometimes 
these f.ir-.iw.iy intimates as-unie .so vivid a sh.ipe, 
they come sf) iie.ir with the.r appeal for syiMp.ithv 
that the piitures ire unfi^rge* table ; .in. I the mere 
■ I ponder over them the more it seems to me that 
they often convey the actual neeil of s<yiie soul 
whose cry for comfort has gone out into the vast, 
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perha{xs to meet with an answer, perhaps to hear 
only silence. 1 will supply an instance. 1 sec a 
child, a curious, dclic.itc little thin{{, srated on the 
tioorstcji ol' a house. It is an alley in some threat 
city, .uui there is a j;loom of evenintj and vapour 
over the sk>. I see the child is bendinu over the 
path ; lie is pickiny cinders and .irrangint* them, 
and .IS I poniler I become aware that he is laying 
d' .VII in gritty lines the walls of a house, the 
mansion of his ilri".ini. F Fere spre.id along the 
p.i\ement arc l.irge rooms, these for his frietuls, 
.ind .1 riiiv loom 'n the centre, th.it is his <iwn. .So 
his thought pl<i\-' Just then I i.uch a glimpse 
of the corduroy trousers of a passing workman, 
and a hea\y boot i rushes through the cinders. I 
feel the pain in the child's heart as he shrinks 
b.uk, hi-, little lovelit house of dreams all rudely 
.shatteied. Ah, poor child, buildinu the City 
lieaiitiful out of a few cinders, yet nigher, truer in 
intent than many a stately, gold-rich palace reared 
by priiKis, thou wert not I'orgotien In that mighty 
spirit who lives through the f.dling of empires, 
whose henne has been in many a ruined hciu't. 
Surelv it was to bring comfort to hearts like thine 
that that mo»t noble oi' .dl ::.eJii.itions was 
ordained by t.'ie Huddha. “ IJe lef his mind 
pcrv.icle one quarter ot the world with thoughts 
of lane, and so the second, and ■(> ihe I’lird, and 
so the tburtli. .'Vrid thus the whole wide world, 
above, below, around, and everywhere does he 
continue to pervade with heart of Jx)ve t-ir- 
reaching, grown great .ind Iteyond measure.” 
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That love, though the very faery breath of life, 
should by itself, and so imparted Itavc a sustaining 
jwwer some may question, not those who have 
felt the sunlighi fall from distant friends who 
think of them ; luil, to make clearer how it seems 
to me to act, 1 say that love, !•>(«, is a being. It 
is more than a f tower of the soul, though it i-> that 
also; it has a univeral life ot its own, and just 
as the dark lieavinu waters di> not know what 
jewel liL’hts the\ retleet with blinding nuliance, so 
the soul, ]uriialb .''v -irliiim and feeling the r.iy 
of J'!ios within if, does not k.-iow that often a 
part of its r.atiifi- iiv.i,r to fla* sun nt' love shines 
with .1 brilliant h;lu ro other ere- than its own. 
Many people m.tte un.onsi.ions of their own 
charm, unk?’i»wini. oj tlie beaut} and power they 
seem to othei-. n* impait. b is s.)*ne past .itt.iin- 
ment of the soul, a fewel won in .omc old Kittle 
which it mai ii.we formitten, but none the less 
this gleam^ .m its riar.i, and the s|.ir-fl.ime inspires 
others r«) hope and viitoiw. 

If It is triK here that main exeit .1 spiritiul 
inhuence they are iiiKontuous of, it is still 
rruer of the spheres within. Omv ihe soul Kis 
att.iincii to anv ['os■,es^ion like love, oi persistent 
will, or I'.iith, or a power of tluiuylit, ii comes into 
spiritual lontaet with others who are striigcding 
for these very powers. The tttainnicnl of any 
of these means that the soul is able to absorb .iiul 
radiate Mime of (he diviner elements of being. 
The soul may «ir may not be aware of the position 
it is placed in or its new duties, but yet that laving 
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Light, having found a way into the being of any 
one person, doe'« not rest there, but sends its rays 
and extends its influence on and on to illumine 
the darkness of .mother n.iture. So it comes that 
there are ties uhich bind us to pct)plc other than 
those whom we jiicet in our everyday life. 1 think 
they are most re.il ties, most impi)rtant to under- 
stand, fur if we let our l.imp go oui some f.ir away 
who had reached out in the ihirk .iivl felt a steady 
will, a persistent Impc, -i compassii'iiate love, ni.iy 
reach out once again in an hour of need, and 
finding i!.» oupport may give wai ind fold the 
hands in despair. Often we .illow gloom t«> over- 
come us and so binder the bright r.i\s in their 
p.issage ; but wi.uld we do it so often if we thought 
that perhaps a s.utness which besets us, we do not 
know why, was taiised by some one drawing nigh 
to us for comfort, whom our lethargy itiight tiuike 
feel still more his helplessness, while our courage, 
our f.iith might cause “ our light to shine in some 
other heart which as >et has no light of its own ” ? 


The night w is wet, and as I w.as moving down 
the streets my imnd was abo journcyin. on a way 
of its own, and the tniiig- which were bodily 
present before me were no less with ii " in my 
unseen travelling. Mvery now .mil fiicn a transfer 
would take pLice, and some of the moving shadow'-, 
in the street wouKl begin walking about in the 
clear intedor light. 'I'hc .iiildreii of the city. 
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■ crouched in the doorway's or racing through the 
hurrying multitude and flashing liglits, began 
their clfln pliy again in my heart ; and that was 
because I had heanl thesf* tin) outcasts shouting 
with glee. I wondered it' the glitter and shadow 
of such sordid things were thronged with magnifi- 
cence and nivsteiv I'or lho<e who were unaware of 
a greater light and deeper shade whiili made up 
the roniaiue and fascination of my own life. In 
imagination I narrowisl myself to their ignorame, 
littleness, and youth, and .■>eem».vl for a moment to 
flit amid jri'iir im«.i'niprcliended beings and a 
dim wondiTful *.it' *1 palaces, 

'I'hcn another i. nslcr took place, and 1 w'as 
pondering aiuw, !■> i fa«.e I had seen flickering 
thruuuh the wann wet mist haunted me; if 
entered into rlie re 'in: of ,he interpreter, an 1 I w.is 
made awarciln ihr jmIc i necks and by the close- 
shut lip of p.un, .-nd In -ome inwird knowlcslge, 
that there the 1 ree "f I j|e was lieginning to grow, 
and 1 wondered whv it is that it .dwacs springs 
up through a Iwart in .ishes ; 1 wondercfl also if 
that which springs up, which in itself is an 
immortal joy, has knowledge that its shoots are 
piercing througii siu h anguish ; or, again, if it 
was the piercing of the shoots which caused the 
pain, and if ever)' throb of the beautiful flame 
darting upward to blossom meant the pensJiing of 
some more earthi) grcnvth which had kept jhe 
heart in sh.idow'. 

Seeing, too, how many thoughts spring up 
from such a simple thing, I (]ucstioiicd*w'hethcr 
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that which started tlic impulse had any share in 
the outcume, and it' these musings of mine in any 
way .iffcctcd their subject. I then began thinking 
about tho'«e sciret tics on whiih I h.ive hpeeiilated 
Ivfore, and in the darkness my lieari grew sud- 
denly warm aiul glowinu, for I had chanced upon 
one <»l these shining imaginations which are the 
wealth of those who tra\el upon the hidden ways. 
In describing (hat which comes to us all at once, 
there is a ditticully in choosing between what is 
first and w'hat is last to s.iy ; but, interpreting as 
best I I an, I seemed to beliolil tht < inward move- 
ment of a l.igiit, one among many lights, all 
living, throbbii'L', Jiow dim with [HTturbatioiis 
and nowag.iiii ilear, and all snbil\ woven together, 
outwardly in some more snadowj shining, and 
inwardly in a greater fire, which, tlunigh it was 
invisible, I knew to lie the T.am]> of the World. 
'I'his Idghr whiih I beheld 1 felt to be a liuman 
soul, and these perturbations which dimmed it 
w'cre its struggles and passionate longings tor 
something, and rh.it was for a more lirilliant 
shining of ihe light wuhiii iiself. It w.ts in love 
with its own beauty, eniapliircd i>v its own 
lucidity; and I -•.iw’ that a- lliesi t'lings wvre more 
beloved they gicw j\iler, to: this hgh* Is the light 
which the Mighty Molliei has in •’ he.irt for 
her children, and she me.iiis i hat ii sh.ill :> through 
ea<;h one unto ail, .ind whoever restiains it in 
himself is himself shut out ; iioi that the grui 
heart has ceased in its love tor that soul, but that 
the soul 'has shut itself off frtnn influx, for every 



THE HERO IN MAN 155 

^imagination of man !>> the opening nr tlic closing 
'of a door to the divine world ; now he is boIitJr\, 
cut off, and, seenunglv to hiniselt. on the ilesen 
and distant \crge of things ; and then his thought 
throw's open the shut port.ils, he hears the chant ot" 
the seraphs in his heart, and he is made luminous 
by the liahtinu of a sudden aureole. This soul 
which I wafelusl seemei .1 to h.ixe learned at last 
the secret lf»ve ; for, in rlie anoui-h licjotten I'V 
its loss, it followed the ili pai iiinj 'dun in peidri nee 
to the imiiost Mirine, uneie ii ec.ised alto' efi 
and bei nise 11 see. leJ uliclx lo^t and ho'ielcss 
of .ittainment aiui (.ipiuioinix denied to the 
seeker, a protoun.: pitt .uo'c in the snnl fur 
those win*, like il, W'u seikiny. Inn still in hope-, 
for fhe\ had not l■•lMle t** the tain uul .if their 
endcMVoiiiN. 1 uiiderst'iod »hii stub pilt ’s the 
last of the |V.'eioii. esstnn . \el.Kh make up the 
eli.\ir of imniort.ihii. and when i* is poure.t into 
the eiip It i'- resuU f'oi ih inking. \nd ‘o if was 
with thi'. "oiil w'li*v.h yrew liril'i.uif with the passage 
of the ete'rn.d li^hi flirou'.;h its new puritv «iJ self- 
oblivion, ind i'>\l‘ui 111 the ioMi]>iehejisioii of the 
nusten of the seiret love, whiili, though II has 
bc'cii lie. I.u'ed !uaii\ times In the mvatest <if 
teaihers aiiiong men, i^ \i*t never known truly 
unles, the Miyhtv .Vlothir ha- herself breathed 
il in the heart. 

.■Viul now that the soul i.i.l divinevi this seij'C't, 
the shadowy shining which w.i‘. woven in l>■■lKis of 
union between it and its fellow lights irrew clearer ; 
and a multitude of these straiuls we're, so it seemed. 
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strengthened and placed in its keeping : along ' 
these it was to send the message of the wisdom' 
and the love which were the secret sweetness of its 
own l>eing. 'J'hen a spiritual tr.igcdy began, 
infinitely more pathetic than the old desolation, 
because it was brouglit about by the \ery nobility 
i»f the spirit. Tins s(hi1, sheddijjg its low like 
rays »)f glor), seemed itself the centre of a rini; of 
wounding spears : it sent forth low, and the 
arrowj response came hate-impelled; itwhis]KTed 
peace, and wis answered In the clash of rebellion : 
and to all tnis for defetiee it could onic bare nmre 
openly its heart 'h.it a protbunder lo\e from the 
Mother Nature might pas^. thri>in>h upon the 
rc'st. I knew this was what i teacher, who wrote 
long ago, meant when he said : “ Put on the 
whole armour of Ci’oil," which i> Jove and endur- 
ance, lor the truly ilicine children oT the Plame 
arc not armi'd otherwise : and of those protests 
set up in jgnoraiuv or rebellion against the 
whisper of the W'isdom, I saw' tliaf some mc-lted 
in the fierce and tender heat of the heart, and there 
came in their stead a golden res[i(inse, which made 
closer the tic's, and dre w these s<iuls upward to an 
understanding .i,id to share in ihe ovet h'uiow'ing 
nature. Ami tliis is part oi .'•he j'lan * the (ireat 
Alchemist, whereby the red .iiby oi i};. heart is 
transmuted into the tenderei light of ti e opal ; 
for the bc'Jiolding ot love m.iile b.ii.- acts like the 
flame of the furnace : and tlie dis-. living passions, 
through an .'inguish of rcmo.se, the lightenings of 
pain, ancf through an adoroig pity are changed 
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into the image they contemplate, and melt in the 
ecstasy of sclf-foriieiful love, the spirit which lit 
the thorn-irtiwticd hrovrs whith perieivcil only 
in its 1.1st agonj tlie retrihiition due to its tor- 
mentors, and iried out, “ Father, ftirgive them, 
for they know not what they d«i.” 

Now, althouiih the love of the few may alleviate 
the hurt due to the ignorance of the mass, it is not 
in the power «jf anv one to withstaiul for ever this 
warfare; tor In the j>(i|K‘tujl woundinj* of the 
inner nature it is -.n wiaried that the spirit must 
withdraw from a talu’rn.icle L'rf)\v»i tof) frail t** sup- 
port the increase i-i li';!it wiiiiin aiul rhe jarring 
of the demoniac n..Nire witiv ut ; and at lengtli 
comes the i..ill wh\ii means, for a while, release 
and a deep rest i*; rei;ions l>ey«nid the panidise 
of lesser siaiF. > 0 , withurawn into the divine 
darkness, v..%iishi d the r'',lii .'t m\ d.ream. And 
now it seeiiu-t as if this wonderful weft of souls 
intertwining i-' one heiny must umie to naught; 
and all those who ihrout'h the glijrim h.id nourished 
a longing for the light would stretch out hands in 
vain for guidaiut. ; lull th.>'L 1 did not underst.ind 
the lo\e of the Mother, and that, ultluuigh few, 
there is no ueiajuiu; of her heroii hrood ; for, 
as the seerof »)ld (aught at the mantle of him who 
went ii[i in the fiery elianot, so another took up 
the burden and gathereo the shining sti 1 ids 
together: and of this seqii iice of spiritual guides 
there is no ending. 

Here I may say that the Jove of the Mother, 
which, acting through the burnished will of the 
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hero, is wruui;hr to its highest uses, is in reality 
evcrj'wherc. ukI |H‘r^.Kl^.•s with protbundi'st ten- 
dcriifs*. rijt /t'niiolif'.f lirtuni-Uncc of daily life; 
and cluTc »• Ml t I;ii kiny, amonj* the huniblesr, 
an iii'ii'*rsr.i'-i!iin ol ih<; ^piriiiial tniiicdy which 
toll«'Ws upon < ' cry effort of tiu* diviin. nature, 
I'owiira iimIi down in piiv to our shadow) sphere, 
an undcrstaiKlinu vluic the natuie of i!ie love is 
^auued lhroui>h the ».\ient of the ■.•erifiee -and the 
pain which is M\erioiMe. I rti.iH *he in-.rai‘ee of 
an old Irish pc-asani. who. as he la\ in hospital 
wakeful i “rindiiii; piin in :i . f>ii:ot 

hiniseif tn niakio_ lirawintis. rude, ut nvereiitly 
done, of iin.i.le'i s in rlie life of the (lalilean 
'leather, One of thi't* whiih he showed me was 
a truii!i\ioii, when, aniidist ituitii i>rotes<pie 
syniholisni, weie snn'e tratintis whiih inJii ited 
a purclt beaiiritul intiiirioo ; ihe he.'rt ot th) 
criitified rinun, n i less than the on.'., t,.'s 
wreathed ahouf viie. thorns enil i.ulianr wi. i 
liijhl: “ I'or iliat,” s.u 1 he, “was wiiere he re.uiy 
sulfend.” When I think of this ulil man, 
brinuinu fonattl'iilntss ot his own bodib pain 
thnnii’h si.ntemplarion of the si'iritu.d sofferinj^ 
of his Master, 'iit i!ieino"\ "f f'«ni -hin. s wirn 
>omerhin:; of i! t traiisten.'* nl liuht le hini'.eu 
perctived. fir I ful lhal me siifFe"no of his 
fiwn, nobIt iin,1ep_'one, h.u* ui' < n bin uiidt,-- 
iitandio!.', and lu- ! jj laid his heart 'ii luve a^.iin- 
till Hiart of Main .''omnvs. 'eeir'. it wouinled '■ 
unnumbered spears, ^t't burninn with und)b ^ 
lot c. 
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Though niiuh m.iy be lesirncil by »)bMTvanct* 
ot the siipiTfiii.tl I'tf lud .i.Tions r>t a spiritnal 
tciu'lur, it i-. I il«t ('ivpfi 'ire Ml iVii\liMnoii 
aiui inKtc>iintiMii til :i it iii !k‘I!iii\ i>'.iIi/(\ 1 , liir 
llu* •iii:l I' .1 ;'ik!i>iji:i !>!•l^Sl•n■ vtliiih opctis it- 
lra\es in iliv.i'", .mi 1 jn-ilut i- unrolJal 

only \i'i> l•.|lllil.• II till-- !'• iMMrfui lit.tM’n, 
rh«*iv it fc\l' V I'. 11 . I,' ' .li \ - 'i-'ii'iii'. I'll it tiiiil 

vvh.i' illfllK lU;.'. Ill iW M j'".)!’ i{i\ilK- .ITl nci> pf ! 
hiTi in rill •I'lni'i'. > 1 . '1 ..ii mtiririiU with 

r .1 i ukI t!'.' •i'll'- I • t’l ‘ ■ I flu* bliissom iire 
•lilt -iT.iiwi. Il'■.■'- *.. ! I' uMii tlu‘\ reallv 

-aIi . niUl .Mlii with 

.\s- 1' ui/r ihcrn 

'!'i ^ mI- . 1 i. ! • , !*■ pi'i .l\^o wouUl 

|vv.*'l •«•! hi-.ik r. !■ M ■. I l'«i *il\ Z'f)l in 

.!*n ^# »| r IV'iMHii 11I»\ fl'i (i| 

.i:»( 1. jss iMf' , ■ I. * 1 , 1 , 1 *. • '.•■',1 1 ihl his 

iM ;1 , . n: IjMil, * 1 - rc-^uir t'Ki-tinu* 

UiJM •*!. t’.l I. M 'J '»# 'il'ilM.):- , -'I- LMin, \f \vc 

h.ul tlu‘ I'i'.i: 'M .sf r’'! t.KI ivi-ni inti* ihc 

nii'iiu* ci ihi '#1 (Ik 

tirj'i i)i>uin.inr cis'iiim* wuiilil .im^c (hi* 

fl-IiK %•* I ImvC, uliim Wniild 1 ‘fKlinc 

K.fj cif' ir.:Mir.*. iIlk it hs'^Jk shulii, thdiit^h 

.1 fer I iiitli, (iu- luiir-' will! nin iu-r 

sfllC 1 J I fs 

fihi I. tiM\ wriu h.Ut* l:iiiiKlu*a Mu" 

iflh.m- •* ifi icfh.ii ,v Ii.i'T itfci.'U'- L:«>ni* 

•.II ifu- i;itM(. Jrill Jiimiiicnnw' ni'scll' ciionj; 
in 'vlv#, not hi'iiiL: with ni(|s| iu*i‘iN be .iLMin^r. 

J *'.ircinrt' I nuke in' AppiMl, ihcv unl\ iii.xy call 
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who stand upon the lofty mountains ; but I 
reveal the thought which arose like a star in my 
soul with such bright and pathetic meaning, 
leaving it to you who read to approve and 
apply it. 



THK MJ-.I)ITA TION OF ANANDA 

Ananija n)sf tVi)ni hi< mmI uikUt the bjinnn tree. 
Ho hi** hariil iinsiiMdily over his brow. 

Throuiilumt the iKo the jouni* .istctit haJ been 
plungeJ in protbipnl nieJir.itioii ; aiiil now, re- 
turning fp.ni he.iven !o earrli, he w.is bewilJereil 
like one who awakne i»i ilarkness ami kn(nv-’ not 
w'liere he Al! il.o loiii» heFoie Jiis inner eve 
burned the HL*ht ol rhe Lukas, until he was 
wearied .ind exhausted with theii '■'plend*'urs ; 
space yluwcfl like a iii niiond with intolerable 
lustre, and there ivas no eru! to the il.r/z/Jinq 
procc'-sicni nf li'jnres. He had seen rhe fiery 
drcaivis ot the ili aii in he.iven. He liad been 
tormented iw the nui'^ii ol\eIestial sin;*ers whose 
choral reflected In its ripples the rhjthinie 

pulse ofbeino. I le saw h(*w these orbs were held 
within luminous orbs ol wider eireuii ; aiul vaster 
and va-ter {^rew the vistas, until at last, a mere 
speck of hie, he b(>re the burden iif innumerable 
worlds, beekinj.' firir Brahma, he found onlv the 
great illuMon as infinite 's Brahma’s being, « 

If these things were ^h.ldows, the earth and the 
forests he returned to, viewed at evening^ seemed 
still more unreal, the mere dusky flutter ot a moth’s 

i6i M 
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wings in space, so filmy and evanescent that if h^' 
had sunk as thinu'^h transparent xther into the 
void, it wouLl not ha\o Iteen wonderful. 

■\iiaiula, still hall entranied, turned h<niK\vard. 
As he treaded the dim he until eil not the 

Haininii eyes w hu h re';!u\led him I'roni the jiloom ; 
tlu siTpents ru'tli'ii> amul ihe underi;ri)\\th ; the 
li/irds, fireflies, inseifs, and the innuTueraMe lives 
of whiih the Indian furest was mniorous ; they 
al>.o were hut shadows, fie p.i>i.ed near the 
\illai'e, hearin '4 the s,)und of hni-uii Miiees, of 
children at pla;,. Me telt a p't\ . thise tiny 
hviii'is, who ‘ troo-rltd an 1 shoiiU-1, rulli'i'; over 
eavh other in ei ..asies i-f |in , '1 he .it illusion 

had indee.i d.evoiired ihein, hefore wlv'e -piiits 
the Dev as themselves oni vvt le worshippers. 
Then, close hesule him, he he.ird a voice, whose 
low tone of rev erer.i e southtd him ; It w.is a>'in to 
his own n.iiure, .tnd it awakened him fu!i\. A 
little iiowd of ihe -t siv people wire iisrening 
silently to an ol,t ni.oi who rea.l fn ri .i p:ilm-li“af 
miiuisctipr. Anind: knew hy the nr.inj.'.e- 
coloiiied lohis of rlie old man that h< ’•e was a 
brother ol the new fiitli, and hi‘ piused with the 
others. W h.ii vv.is his Illw.inn ' 'Mie -Id man 
lifted his he.id lor a mmi •. nt as the 'si^Tk came 
eloser, and th'*.i eontinui, as Ivtow. 1 If was 
re.idino “ 'I'lu; l.ei‘etid n*' ilv tin.i’ King of 
(ilorv,” and Ai. iu!a listeiivd win e the storj WaS 
ti.ld of the Womleiful Wluel, the Flepkaj.t^; 
Treasure, the I-ike and I’ dace of Kighteousniss, 
anil of the meditation, liov //>(■ f/V<w/ AV/r;*' of i-hry 
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entered the golden chamber^ und set himself d’,v:n on 
the silver conchy and he let his mind ptwade one 
quarter of the leosld v.ith thuughts of Irce , and to 
the second quarter^ and so the thirds and so the fouri!’. 
And thus the idiole v.ide icorld^ ahove^ heloz., 
around^ and ‘•very.ilure^ did ht lontimu to pervade 
vcith heart of Lfr.\\ far reaehinti, ji^roz^n ^reat, and 
beyond measttre. 

When the <iUl man h.ul emleil Ananvl.i went 
back into •■he forest I ie h.i -1 fo’inil the 'iceret of 
the true, hnw the \ '-i >11 (.oiiiJ he l'*li hehiiui .uul 
the Beinji entereil Vnotaer leyenii rose in his 
nntul, .1 l.iery le^f.-iJ of ruihtemi'ness e\'|MiKlinfj 
.Dili fillini* the un<\i-r>c, ,i eis-on he.uitil'ul .uul full 
ofi'ld eiKhantnu-'it. .iml hi-, he.iri s.inu within him. 
He seatoil hiinsil* .■^.liii iiiii‘i.r the l).ui«:in tree. 
He ’•ose up in I h- s.iw- hefore him imaues 

lono toruoiu*! se w h.> suffi-r oi t le sum wlul 
earth. He s.iw the ‘ie'><'i.iiion .uul lonelii’ess of 
old aue, the insiil.h of the laprive, the niiserj of 
the leper aiul out». isi, the chill horu'r and darkness 
ol life in a (Uini^eon. He di.ink in all their 
sorrow. heart he went out to them, 

laivc, a fierce and tender flame, .intse ; pitt, a 
bre.ith tjom the x.ist; sjnipathy, horn of unity. 
This triple file ‘cnt foi th its r.i)s ; they surroutc led 
those dark souls ; they pervaded them ; thej 
beat dowti oppre:>sii)n. 

• • ■ • • • 

While Ananda, with spiritual m.it;ic, -ent forth 
the healing powers throu^rh the four qiiaiters of 
the world, far away at that moment .i*kiin; 3 it 
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enthroned in his hall. A captive was bound 
before him — hound, but proud, defiant, uncon- 
querable of soul. There was silence in the hall 
until the kinir spake the doom and torture for this 
ancient enemy. 

The king .spake : “ I had thought to do some 
fierce rhiny to thee .ind .so eiul thy dais, my 
encni). Hut 1 remember now, with sorrow, the 
great wrongs wc have done U) e-ich fjthcr, .ind the 
liearis maile sore by our hatrcii. 1 shall do no 
more wrong to thee; thou art liec to depart. 
Do what thou wilt. I will make ie«tituticn to 
thee as far as m iv be for thy ruined state." 

Then the soul which no might could conquer 
was conquered utterly — tin* knees of the captive 
were bowed and his pride was overcome. “ My 

brother,” he said, and could say no more. 

#• 

'I'o watch for je.irs a little narn^w slit h>>cn up 
in a dark cell, sn high that he could not ivach up 
and look out, and there iir see daily the change 
from blue to dark in the sky, had withered a 
prisoner’s soul, ‘i'hc bitter le.irs cune no more, 
hardly even sorrow, only a dull, dead feeling. 
But that day .• great groan burst from him. lie 
heard outside the laugh of i child \\h<- was playing 
and gathering fiowers unde*' the liign, grey walls, 
'rhcii it all came over him — the ilivine things 
mi.'-sed, the ligli*. the glorv, and the beauty that^ 
the earth puts forth for her children. Thc'^ 
narrow slit was d.'irkeiieil, and half of a little' 
bronze face appeared. 
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*' Who are you down there in the darkness who 
sigh so ? Are you all alone there ? For so many 
years 1 Ah, poor man 1 I would come down 
to you if 1 could, l>iii 1 will sit Jiere and tilk to you 
for a while, llere aie flowers for jou," and a 
little arm showered them in hj' haiulfuls until the 
room W'as full ot die into\iiatint> fraji ranee of 
sumiuer. Day after di\ the child came, and the 
dull heart entered once nM)rc into the great human 
love. 

At twilight. I'\ .1 deep and wiiic river, an old 
W'omais sit aloir, Jreamv an,! full of meniiTies. 
The lights of the -'lift pa-.siii!i boats and the licht 
of the stars wire Icet as in i hilcihood and the old 
love-time. Old, fieliK*, it was time for her to 
hurty aivay fnuii the j'laee wjiiih changtal not 
with her soA-i-w 

“ Do ii'U se* oiir old nc'iuhhoiir iheie ” said 
Ayesha tfi her i-'ver. “ I hev sai she was once 
as beautitul as tnu would make me think I now 
am. 1 low li ncly «he nuf't be ' l.et us mine 
near and spc-.ik to her," and the Inver went >>ladlv. 
Though thc-v sj^oke to each other ralher than to 
her, jet soaic'lhiii^ of the past, W'hich newer dic‘S 
when io\c', the immortal, h.is peri ailed it, ro>-e up 
again .is she heard their voic'e!«. i>hc- Miiileci, 
thinking of years ot bur litig beauty. 

t • ■ • • 

A teaehcT, accompanied bj his disii;>los, was 
passing by the wajsidc where a leper sat. 

The teacher said : " Here is our brotlTcr, whom 
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wc may not touch, but he need not be shut out 
from rruth. We may sit down where he can 
listen." 

1 If s.it on the wayside near the leper, anil his 
disfiples <<10011 aroiiiiil him. J fu s|M>ke words 
full of love, kindliness, and pity — the eternal 
truths whieh m.ike the soul irrow full of 'iweetness 
.tnd vouth. A small, old spot bf_uan to j^low in 
the lu'-irt of the leper, atul the tears ran down his 
l)li trilled f.K*f. 

■ V • • ■ 

All rlif'e niTf the tleeds i,f \n;indii the 
astftiv. and the '\.it(.lu'r who wis o\er him from 
all cltrnitj iiiii'i. a jrnut <<iridf tow.irds that soul. 



Tin-: MiriNK.FiT ijj.ossom 

' \i' III II 1> I. II ’'hi Jii •> •!, ii •ill* ui:li ilu ' 

f?iii\CI lli.i' hJm i' ' I .P% i*» 

I I ill I* • III III 

\V| r<..J ti M tlic *!«'nr i»( luir hur, Wc 
f»uKI -*■(• rhiiiu*.!' r!',' '.‘Iilmti whrR* mir 

iiul 'Miif- • » Lrii)>iMnL* the 

un »h; i.i.‘ - i r iiill. \Vt- were fuli of ilni\\v*y 
coj.nrii .j . t u-} We hi.l naii;;hl In mar 

Oil*' hi»p[>iiii.’^"‘. i.e (her r!*em"r\ nor iinre>.( lor 
the hitui''. 'W* ••n ‘.vhile ihc 'asi 

t\V'li..'hr in I i.‘ Us; u. \.e'.i‘iMU witli ir« liewy 
hHIhie^s. I]■l‘l■i rrei'fihi M ]»< first broke 
in nj'ou mr i'r.*.'*iiiii'^ : \\i lnnkni iniaiul around. 
The \er i\\ llaiJon . lieiMi* to th(‘ir 

i lior.il h\ii)r, to.,er!'L:. iX- the nijihl* dee[H*ned 
thev taiui. oui sv\iril\ li.'.i iheii hi'^ini'-plues in 
depths of - il!l an ! luil uh* v.a!»le Mi'e — ihev huny 
in iuriiin:' liusiej', Thi\ a^lvaneeJ in nuiltuudcs 
that d.i//lid. *1 1'e ‘diiiinv. \ shinI?iL' -'rni 'hi was 
stnwn .ill i»\u' wuli ne'-ulous ilu^t <il silser, with 
lonii mii^Cs of'uoiil, wiili leweb nrL'Iiiierir.^ !'t'ten. 
We j'elr jiow fit .1 pJjM file eirth v.’.s in \\\f on, 
with these niiduij ulosic^ «)\er \.uh -ileiKC 
and i.<»oInesN u|>fm mir lawn^' iind like# attc*' the 
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consuming day. Valmika, Kedar, Ananda, and f* 
watched together. Through the rich gloom we 
cotild ‘.ee far distant forests and lights, the 
lights of village and city in King budilhodana’s 
realm. 

“ iJrtrthers,” said N'almika, “ how good it is 
to he Iierc and not yonder in the lity, where they 
know not peate, e\en it) sleej>.” 

“ Yojider and yonder,” saiil Kedar, " I saw the 
inner air full of a reil glow where they were busy 
in toiling and strife. It seemed ro re.i(.h up to 
me. I tojld not breathe. 1 elintlu'd the h'll at 
dawn to laugh where the snows were, .iiid the sun 
is as white .is (h' j art white.” 

“ lint, brothers, if we went down aniong them 
and told them liow happ\ we W’ere, and how the 
flowers grow' on the hillside, they would surely 
come up and Iea\e all sorrow. Vhe\ t. in not 
know or they would come.” .\nanda \mis .i mere 
child, though s«t t.ill for his ye.u's. 

'I'hey would not lome,” said Kedar ; ” .all 
their joy is to haggle and hoard. When Siva 
blow's upon them with angry breath they will 
lament, or when the demons in tierce hunger 
devour them." 

" It is good to be h-re,” repeated Wilmiki, 
drowsily, ” to mind the floci:s and tic at rest, and 
to hear the w'ise \'arunn.i speak wheii he comes 
among us.” 

r was silent. I knew better th.in they tha' 
busy city which glowed becond the dark fore its. 

I had livod there until, gr'.)Wti sick and weary, 1 
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yhad gone back to my brothers on the hillside. I 

^wondered, would life, indeed, go on ceaselessly 
until it ended in the pain of the world. I s.tid 
within imself: “() uiiuht\ lJr.ihma, on the 
outermost \ervt'> of thy tlreani are our Ii\es. 
Thou old in\i''ib!e, hr»\v t'.iinth through our 
hearts eoniO' the mmiikI of'th\ Mina, the light of 
thy glory !” ImiII orye.irniii ; to rise and return, 
1 strove to hear in niy heart the nuisie Anahata, 
spoken of in tnir ‘..i«.ix\l s-erulN. 'I’here v\as 
.silence, and then I thuualit I heard sounds not 
glad, a myriai* n.iirtnur. As I listened the\ 
deepened ; th<*v '.Tew into p.ission.Ue prayer and 
iij^peal and te.irs, : d tlie tre of the lojia-foigotten 
soul> of men went (.clioira through empty 
chambers. My .'yei lilltii with tiai"', for it 
seemed world-ui-ii aiid to siiin from out many' 
ages, lung a-.iL>iu'. to be a ! \c*t to lie. 

“Ananda! Ananda 1 Where is ihe boy 
running to'” ■ lied Valmika. Ananda had 
val1i^hed in the gloom W e he.ird his glad laugh 
below, and then another voice ^peakillg. 'I'he 
tall figure ot N'arunna l(iiime«.l up presently. 
Ananda held his h.ui.i, and itaneed besioe him. 
We knew the \oai, and bowed re\ereiitly before 
him. We could sie by the st.ii-liglu hi-f sinple 
robe of white. I touKl ir.ue i.learlv evtiy featuic 
of the grave and beautilid t.ue and radi it'l eyc-s. 

I saw not In the starlight Init by a silvery raUi.m<.e 
which niyed a little way info the bl.u kites: around 
the dark hair and face. \'almtk.i, .is elder, first 
spoke : * 
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“Holy sir, be welcome. Will you come in/ 
and rcbt r ” 

“ 1 cannut sMy now. I miisf pass over the 
niouiit.iins ere (.i.iwn ; but you may come a little 
wav with me — smh of uni .o will.” 

\\«‘ a-sentcil Kedar aiul 1. V.ilmika 

rcni lined, 'llu’ii Anaiuli piMvcd t(* '■o. We 
l).ide lii'ii '.tay, f'earin;; for him the labour of ilimlv 
im: and the ihill of the snow-, ibit V'arunna 
said: “ I.el rhe «1iild come, lie is hard), and 
will nor lire if he holds mi hand.” 

So lie ‘et out toiietluT, aiui fai ihe highlands 
that ro.se aokl n -e iboie us. \\’e knew tlie M.'ay 
well, evtti at n.'jht. ^\e waited in sibnte for 
Varunna to sjvik ; but for nif’li .in holm we 
mounted virliout words, sau* fm- Xn.inda’s shouts 
ofdeliuht and \vom1er .it tlu beau ns spre.id above 
and the vallcj' tnit l.i} behinil us. •! !-in I orew 
huni.'ri foi an aiiswir to m. thi.uuiu-, .iiid I 
spakt : 

“ Master, \'ilmi''a w.is saun*-, tn- loii i.ime, 
how liood It \i:’s ro bi- In re r.ilher th.ni in the lity, 
where lhi.v aie full ol strife. .\nd Ivid.ie thmioht 
their liu . would Mow on into ii..-< , pain. .,nd no 
speech ivt.til ' avail. \ii*iiis.. sina' • iv, as i 
child, indeed, >iidiftini. .enr Oo.iii :morio them 
thev Would li'::ii to liis ‘ jri fd’ tn.- happi lift. 
Jliit, ^l.lster, do not ma'ii -pea' .oi ’• niirpret the 
s.icrcil writint!', nui hoiv few .i.. the ivhi' l.iy u) 
heart the word of the uo,i , ! 'i f’.i i sivni, iniU* 
to fiti on throii{»h lesire i ito p.an, and even iiorc 
upon lh«* hil's we are not rice, for Kedar fell the 
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'hot glow of their pa'«'<ion, and I heard in my heart 
their sobs of despair. Master, it was tcrrililc, for 
they seemed to come frc'm the wivie e.irth over, and 
out «)f Jii't": f.ir au.jj.” 

“ In the thild’s words is the truth,” said 
Variinna, ” tor ii is lietter to aid even in si>riow 
than to withdraw from p.iiti ro a h.ipp\ solitude. 
Yet only the kr.owers ot Rr.ihm.i c.in interpret the 
sacred wntinus nuU, and it is well to he I'ue ere 
we spe.!k I'f rVeedoiii. 'I'hen we h.ivi power and 
many heaiLen.” 

“ lint who woi'lj leave io\ for sorrow r And 
who, beine one ^ith liralui’a, would reiurn to 
•>i\e t«»un -el ' " 

“ Ilrother,” '•lul Varunni, “Here is, the hope 
of the woriil. I .u<:u;li ni.inv 'Ctk onli for the 
eternal jov, \et t"e er\ he.ir.l has been he.ird 
by preat oik* w/'o have (ii.ned luLkwards, tailed 
by tlu 'C I’' ’tCiliiiiL' I he -Piali i-Kl path 

strelthini; far av.'v leads throu! h many wonderful 
beini;s to the pl.iie I't Ib.ihma. ’I here i-. the fipM 
tbiintain, Ihe wi'Hd of lu lutifel silence, rhe liuht 
whivh has Iwee i!ndli"‘j’''ii sinte tin- 'll•til'nino 
of time. Rut tuiniii.^ b.n. ' wards from the yate 
the small ol^! path winds into ihi world of 

men, and it enters c\i.r\ Mirmwful beail. 'I liis is 
the wa\ the «>reat ones !;o. 'I lie} turn wiiJi the 
path from the door of Rr ■'mia. I'he* m,we alony 
its myriad wa\s, and o.eiLome pain with tvi«- 
jvassioii. After man\ ,iim.|uere»l worl.ts, after 
many rates « f jnirilied and uplifted meiij thi\ yo 
to a greater than Rrahma. In these, iho*itgh few'. 
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is the hope of the world. These arc the heroes 
for whose returning the earth puts forth her signal 
fire's, ami the Devas siiijj tlicir hymns of welcome.” 

W’e |>aii*'eil where the p1.ite.iu wiilened out. 
There w.is scarce a ripple in the chill air. In 
(piietne‘.> the ‘.luiw!, t» listened, a lipht reflected 
from the crores of stars that 'iwung with glittering 
motion above us. W'e could hear the immense 
heart -beat of the world in the stillness. We had 
thoughts that went ranginu through the heavens, 
not hsi«. but full of s(>lemn hope. 

lirothcTs ! Master! look I The wonuerful 
thill! I And .mother, and \et another ! ” we 
hear Anaiul.i v.illing. We looked and saw the 
hoU ilossom, the midnight flower. Oh, may the 
earth again put forth smli beauty. It grew up 
from the snows with leaves of delicate crystiil. A 
nimbus emir«.led e.u It ridi.int bloonf, .1 halo pale 
}et lustnnis. I Imwed over it in awe; and J 
heard \'arunn.i say, “ 'Fhe earth iiulec'd puts forth 
her signal fires, ami the Devas sing their hymn, 
fasten!’* We heaul a music as of beautiful 
lhou.glus moving alonu the high places of the earth, 
full of infinite love ami hope and } earning. 

“ lie glad .’■ow, for one i-' born who has chosen 
the greater w..\ . Kedai, Narav.iii. Anamla, fare- 
well ! Nay, no lariher. It is a long wav to return, 
and the child will tire.” 

.lie went on and passed from our sight. But 
we did not rc*turn. We remained long, long in 
silence, looking at the sac red flower. 
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Vow, taken long ago, be strong in our hearts 
to-day. I-lcrc, where the pain is fiercer, to rest 
is more sweet. Here, where beauty dies away, 
it is ntore joy to be lullctt in dream. 1 fere, the 
good, the true, our hope seem but ^ m.idness born 
of ancient pain. Out (»f rest, dream, or despair 
may we arise, and go the way thi great ones go. 



TIIK CIlILDHOOn <}\' .XJ'OJJX) 

Jr ^v.ls liiiij; .lyi), so lonji th.it tvily ihi* spirit 
of c‘:irtli -onunilKTs tiiily. 'I'lu «>Kl slu*| herd 
Adnietus S.U l^foiv tlu* iloor m Jiis iuit Wiiitin^ 
lor his i;raiuls« , ti* retuiTi. He w.ilched vith 
drowsy i*u‘s I he eve y.ifher, aiul the woods and 
mountaiiii. jirow itark ovir the isles — the isles of 
•ineient (iree».e. It was ( Ireece heforc its ilay of 
hcaiitj, and daj was iu‘-er lovelier. , '['he i h'lidy 
hlc'ssoms of siii/ike, inrliii • upward frti* the 
valley, sparkleil a while hiuh up in the sunlit air, 
a va.-'ue nutiional o*' the world of juen below. 
From (hat, too, the colour va'iished, and those 
other li'^hi-s be^uan to shine whiih to -omc are the 
onij liiihts of d i\ . 'i'he skies drooped close upon 
the niountiin-. and the silver sims likv a ei..t t-acc 
broifdiiiL: with ifiteiitnej' . 'Th'-te w i.s enchant- 
ment, mvsteri, mil a licinc motion s.. its depths, 
the presence of all-pervadi'!.' /eii.s ei'f'Idinjr his 
starry children with the dark ra 'iance of sether. 

" Ah I ’ imirmured tin; old m.in, lookiti:; 
upward, “once it was li\u;j^; once it spoke to 
me. It speaks nut now ; iiut it speaks to others 
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■«1 know — to the child who looks uiul longj and 
'trembles in the dc'wy iiiyht. W hy di)cs he 
linger now ? I !<■ i«. hevDoJ his hour. Ah, there 
now are ui-. ! ’’ 

‘\ l'«e. '.line up »he \.ii!v‘j linviiiL; the ^rey 
flocks wIikIi iiu'ililei Ivtb'-e hi.-ii in ihi d.irkness. 
He lifted hi‘ ynie'; I'.ve n>r the shepherd 10 kiss. 
Ir w.is .niL’Ii' Aiiirttii- lookeil .it 

him with wonder. \ u'.Meii .iiul sih erj liylu 
r.ived all iliMut ih- 'mk;, -o ihit l'i‘ delit.ue 

ct'’ere.il lieiuf ‘e*’ • e-' -iT in a -i.e wnuii I'nllowed 

his ji’v ii oisi^ ■' . 

“ ilow i.ri..''il • ■ eM- ! “ the ■ Id M'in s.iid, 
fahtrii.f with s, “ *»\ h\ oo v-nir 

limbs slnjie with »"• 'ilir> li 1 - “ 

“Oh, taiiiir," i-d till i»n\ \p<ilii., “I am 
glad, for t ' .Tt «. It\ip; m iii -I'l 'I he 

iweinif; Is I ' a mii'* 1 'n.'-ie \oiii VV hile 

the -^ii' !i' • tie 111 • .11 hell v! about 

mo. I sa.'. wii'.K ii .iin .1 It w In t \t.ri vihere livin..’. 
The wind w'.rh ■inii-blnv.ii lu - o.i>'iir, iiKtiise, 
ami se«.rer tallinj de\., iiMir^!«.i in o'e w.irin 
bre.illi. I he\ V, ills, ■( I !,.{ |ti UK' a:i.i i.lile,! me 
‘ ChiKi olThi, .star.,’ ‘ l)i\. lli.irt," md ‘''mil of 
lauhi.’ ( M. a I (..ii’.ii up the v.dley ihe 

voice- iiilloved me with •'■n:;. 1 vi.i\Tiii:i:; : uir- 

mun.ii |ti\e. l'\en rlu- dallmiils, luHl.lit'.i in the 
olive glooi'i, Lirew Loldei .it m\ l,.«.t, .uid .1 fnwer 
within my lu.ut knew nt tht still sveet sn-et i-t 
the flowers. I .i-iten, listi i. 1 ” 

There we-e voni . in the nighr, voices as 01' 
star-r.ivs ilcscemiinu. 
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NowtliL root-tree of the midnight spreading 
Biids 111 iitffiTu green, and blue : 
rmni afar ii iiU'iiic iidonr^ Nhedding, 

Diild, on I < 111 . 

Tlu*n frther sweet sju*a leers from beneath the 
cat ill, .ind In 1171 the distant watei >> aiul .lir, tblluwed 
in iH'iiedietioii, and a la^'t voice like a murmur 
from universal iialuie: 

\tA\ tils' biiriL.I ‘ilai Kiicatli eh iiioiiutaiii' 

And the vah* tl>' ir Inc niiiv*, 
leltint; raiiibiiw l^hn-nis tnnn (iM* m .nit.iii: 

Chilli, viiji 

iMt!." iiiir tj III I w iter^ I'.i* iM ; 

Sun .i!'u . HM'ii iiid slai m mli\, ^ 

hii ill' lii\f ' ill III'. I I'ia ''In;, 
l. lllli!, *n Vi 

|ti I he J.'.iiiifiiid a r (iie MiM-iLar idxv'.iri^ 

I’p "i fL.iihvi J ril'aiiv..* threw , 

■\:1 till 1 '. All gli>i\ llierc vvai ilnvi'ig. 

CIiiM, I viiii. * 

\'id ih' hii. 'Ill 11. 'll nil ihin,;'i hiiiiiiiig 
h I h »■ .rid Ti t a'Kiv, 

I'iiiin II vvaiidci. far npa'ii ri.iii:'Mni , 

C Ji'id. t \ 111 

“ Oh, voices, voices.” tried the child, ” what 
you say 1 know nor. but I yive back Im' tor love, 
bather, wli.it «s it they tell me ? 'I hey embosom 
me in li^ht, ai.d 1 am far away even liuni^h I hold 
your hand." 

“ "I he f;od'i are about ns. Heaven mingles 
with the eairh,” said Admetu>, rrembling. “ I.et 
us j»o to Diotiina. >he ha-, grown wise brooding^'^ 
for many u yc‘ar where the great caves lead tti the** 
undeiwdrld. Shu secs I'lU bright ones as they 
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^pass by, though she sits with shut eyes, her 
^drowsy lips murmuring as nature's self." 

'ITial night the island seemed no more e.uth 
set in sea, bur a jiuimc entirded by the silence. 
The trees, luni; roiiteil in antique slumber, were 
throbbing with rich life ; through glimmering 
bark and drooping leaf a light fell on the oKI man 
and boy :is the) p:is-.eJ, and vague iigurea nodded 
at them. Iheso were the ham.idrvad souls nf 
the wikkI. I'|u-\ were bathed ni fender e<iloiirs 
and shimmenng ■’•.••its draping them from root 
to leaf. A mill 'in. r canu from the heart of 
ever)' one, a hm- etiLhantment lnv.uhitig |ov and 
peace. It yrew l"•.i 'Welle.i until at last it ••eeined 
as if through tnyriid jupes th.it l*.iti the e.irth 
spirit wa^ fluti»* , l/is m.igu.d cre.iti\e loiig. 

Thev foMid tin X iicof l)iottm.i«.i>\end bvviiies 

iT 

and tangie'l rji'Iei . .ir l!.i end ot ilie ^•.l.!nd where 
the d.irk-Livc-n n'oiHlIaiid io-.t up froni the w.itii-s. 
Adinetiis jM‘.s, , . lor he j!V.idid this niistn. pro- 
phet c-'S ; I Hit a vnue from wiihin eulhil them ; 

“ Come, chiUl of light ; come in, oM shepherd, 

1 know Mill) you seek me ’ " 

'l'he\ entered, \iliiielii' trembling with more 
fear than In-fore. A lire wa' bl.i/.in-j in a reeess of 
the caiern, and by it sat a m ijesrit liguie robtd in 
purple, "^he was bent lorw.inl, her hand sup- 
porting her fate, her hif «iiig ejes tut tied o'l ihe 
intruders. 

“ Come hither, child," .she said, taking fhc 
boy by the hands and gazing into hit* face. " bo 
this pale form it> to be the home of the god, 'fhe 
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gods choose wisely. They take no wild warrior,'.' 
no mighty hero to be their messenger, but crown - 
thi>. gentle head. ’I'ell me, have >ou ever seen a 
liuht from rlie sun fjIlinL' on you in \oiir ^lumber ? 
No, but look now. laiok upwMrd.” 

A.' '•be sp(jke she waved her haiuls over him, and 

the ca\ern with its dusky roofseeitied to melt .iway, 

aiiil be\i>nd the heavens the he.iveti of he.iveiis lav 

* ^ 

d.irk in pure tr:iru|uilluy, in ;i quiet wiiijli was 
tJu* \m hush o1'1hmii 44. In an in't.int it vani>hcd, 
and over the 7fnith hrukc a wfmJi ’"fill lipht. 

“ Scr riiiw,’’ i'rifd Dii'tiin.i, ‘ ihc Ancient 
Hcauty ! h«}\v iN ivtal.'. opin-.U and what 

cuTUC'i hirth f'n.ii. It^ lic.iri ! A vast and flow- 
in': Incalh, iniiM .Ic an>1 npalcsccnr, spread hself 
betvseen lUMwii and cinh, .Uul nut of ll slowly 
dcsiL-ndcvl a ladiant fM-ni liJ.c a ^od’s. It drew 
ni'ih, radiatiiu* li:»lu", p.urc, bcantiiiil, and star- 
like. Il for a niii.Micnl by the and 

pl.ucd ir< hand on liis hc.u!| anv! (Iicii ir \\ a - t;()ric. 
'I'hc old shcpiu‘’'il ftM upon ♦':uc in avc\ while 
the bdj stf I li buMthl -s and c'»ur.iried. 

“ ( io ni'*A,'* said the “ I can tcaih thee 

n.mr^ht, \aiurc hcrM'lf uili adon \iiii, ami Jug 
throuiih ^(iii her lovclic"'! •'(wm. Bur, ah, the 
liuht }(Ui hail iii i<iy lou ^h iH inmirt ip Icvr^. So 
fnnn a-c Ut ai*. tlip c‘tc‘i..I BcmliIv itself 

docMi aitiid Mirotw*-, that t -e ih l ii-. p of men 
ina) ni»t for'^ti u, that thf- ap':llJ^K may be 
tian^'fonnfcl, snu*' -n throuj^h b) i. ' 



I UK M ASK OI^ APOKIX) 

A TRADITION rises withiii me of quiet, uiirumoureJ 
years, af^es before the ileiTiiiioJs .iiiii herin ■ loileii 
at the niakinii of (jr;vw\ hint* .iLrC'^ berbre the 
biiildme, of the tcm|ilts md ^parklin *4 |uLuv; of 
her d.i\ ('f ^lorj "I l,e 1 Did w.is and «)vej 

all tht wcMiJs hunt* -‘tillne’^s of dawn and iif 
unn\^aki:ned beaiin I'.e* ]'» bre.ithniLi in re^t. 1 lere 
and there little ^iila'je* ent up tluir ^moke and a 
drcaTn\ jieople nio\ed about. 'I'hey *;rev, i»|\ 
toiled a little th Ir felds lollowed their rlvip 
and fioats, \vcdi*<.vl, .-nd .urey ai»o oveitook tlieni, 
bur they nev : te.v. d to be children. 'I hey 
wurshipi^ed the j'od-* in little wooden renij»h‘s, 
with antieiir riles lonaotten in l.uer years. 

NCiir one o1 rhi'^'e shrines lived a priest — an old 
man — who was held in reverence by all for his 
simple and kiiuhy nature. To him, sininp one 
summer eve*.inri betbre his luit, tame a '-ti-inpiir 
whom he iinited to share his nual. ‘fhe siianee'- 
seated himself and be^an ro i 'll thi prie-r M'lny 
womlerful rhinj»s — stories of the inaL*'*. nl tJie ^um 
and of the bright beings who irove at the jiatewajs 
of the day. The old man L(rew tlrows\ in t!ie 
warm sunlight and fell asleep. 1 hen the s-franger, 
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who was Apollo, arose, and in the guise of tb^ 
priest entered the little temple, and the peopl^ 
came in unto him one after the other. 

First came Agathon, the husbandman, who said : 
" hathcT, as I bend over the fields or fa-^ten up the 
vines I soim-tinies remember that you said the- 
gods can be wurshifiped by d(.)ing these things as 
by sacrifice. I low is it, father, that the pouring of 
cold water over roots or training up the vines can 
lU'urisii /cus r 1 low can the sacrifice appear 
before his throne when it is not carried up in the 
fire and v.UMuir f ” 

r<» him Ajiollo, in the guise <»l the old man, 
replied : “ j\gail )ii, the firher omnipettent docs 
not Ji\e onlv in the lether. lie run>» invisibly 
within the sun and stars, and as they whirl round 
and round the} break out into streams and woods 
uiid Howers, and the clouds are shaken aw.i\ from 
them as the leaves from off the roses. tJrcat, 
strange, and bright, he busies himself within, and 
at the end of time hi* light shall shine through, 
and men shall see it moving in a world of flame. . 
'I'hink tium, as you bend over your fields, of what 
y«iu nourish and what rises ii]) within them.* 
Know that every flower as it droops in the quietl 
of the woodlautl feels withii* ai-J far away the 
approach of an •mutrc-rablc life and is ■ • id. They 
reflect that life .is the little gools tin light of the 
stars, .\gathon, ^Agathun, Zeus 's no creater in 
the airher than he is in the leaf oi' gniss, and the ^ 
hymns of men arc no sweeter to him than a little* 
water poured over one of his flowers.” 
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^ Agathon, the husbandman, went away, and he 
^bent tenderly in dreams over his fruits and his 
‘vines, and he luved them more than before ; and 
he grew wise as he watihed tliem and was happy 
working for the ynds. 

I'hen spake Da-non, the shepherd : “ I'ather, 
while the flocks an browsing vlrcanis rise up 
within me. 'riie\ ni.ike the heart siek with 
longing. The forests vanish, and I hear no more 
the lambs’ ble.it or the rustlinu of tin. fleeces. 
Voices from a tluuisuiil depths call me; they 
whisper, tliev beseech i.ie. bhackiws more lovel) 
than earth’s ihil.h.-' utter music, ru-l for me 
thoiich I faint whil* I li.uti. Kallier, vhvdo I 
heai the things or!:e!-' hear I'or — emces calling 
to unknown hiiniers ( I wide tie'cN, oi to lierd>men, 
shepherds of the •■(a.n floeks : *’ 

Apollo :in*.'.ered t:ie sh-nherd . “ Ikiiiion, a 
song Stoll* fro.i. tin* ilcine while the gods were nor 
yet, and a tliou.sai<c* .igcs passed ere the\ came, 
called tijrfh hv the iiiusie ; and a thoiis-,itid ages 
they listened, and then joined i»i the song. I'hen 
began the worlds to gliiiinicr .sh.idowy .\bout them, 
and bright beings to Imw before them. I'liese, 
their children, heg.iii in their turn to sing the song 
that calls forth .ird awakens life. I le is ithistei 
of all things who has Ic'artusl tlie'ii music. 1 )am<>n, 
heed not the sh.idows, but th* voices. 1 he •.oi,.c's 
have a message to tliee from hc-vond the gt*.ls. 
Learn their song atid sing it owr ag.iin to the 
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selves. Oh, my son, I see far off how the natiottB i 
shall join in it as in a chorus, and, hearing it, the « 
nishiti'' plsmeth shall cease from their speed and,’ 
be t.te.iJfast. Men shall hold starry sway.” s 

'I'he face of the nod shone through the face of. 
the tild nj.in, aiiil it was so full of secret ness that, « 
filled with awe, J)anion, the herdsman, passed ' 
from the presence, and a strange fire w.is kindled 
in his JuMi't. 'I'he sonys that he sang thereafter, 
c. n ed childhood and piace to pass fioni the 
dv^ellers in the woods. 

I'heii the two hivers, Hion ati.l \i*.rra, cime 
in .ind stoc-d liefore Apollo, aiul Dion ^pakc : 

“ h'ath<’r, \<iii who are so wise «.an tell us what 
II ■\c I', s, rh.’.i we shall ne\er iss n. Ok 
'fithonus nods his gre) heail at us as we pass, 
fie .-..us only with the ihanm'less gods has love 
eiidur.ince, and for men the lo\inL."time is short, 
and ii** sweetncN^ i‘ soon over.’* 

Ne.era adile,! : “ lint it is not true, fither, for 
his drowsj evos hghi when he remembers the old 
days, when Ik was h.ij'pv .ind proud in lo\e as 
wc -ire.” 

Apollo answered : “ My children, I will tell 
}ou the le,aeiul how love vame into tlu woriJ. and 
how it may eno-TC. On high Olvnpns the gods 
hehi eoumil at :iie making of ni.in, .o I e.iih had 
brought gift, tnd e.ich g.oe to 11..111 something 
of.their own nature. Aphrodite, !k lo-t liest and 
sweetest, p.iused, and was d'r)ii( (o uld a new 
grace to his persjon ; but l.ros cried ; ‘ IajI them • 
nut be so lovely without ; let them be lovelier 
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;‘within. Put your ov/n soul in, O mother.’ The 
mighty mother sniilcii, .ind “o it was. And now, 
whcne\cr luve i*. Iiki !uts, which ash^ nm return, 
but shines on .ill liet.uise it must, within th.it love* 
Aphrodite dwells, ami it hceonies 1mmc1rr.1l by 
her ]wesenee.” 

Then Dic'ii uul Ncmt.i went out, .ind as they 
walked home tht'iuoh the fcjrest, pin pie and 
vajmrous in the eienini? lii'ht, they vIitw cIo'CT 
togethiT. Dii'ii, looki.M.; into the eves c*f' N'e.rra, 
saw there .\ new l:)' n-, Molei, ir.iLiu.d, shininy — 
theie w i-' thi' preset. , ■ of .\phri'due; there was 
her .hiiiie. 

\ttei- c.inie in nnio ,\po!!o the two yrand- 
ehildreti of oh' I'l.-i eiis, aiul they cried : “.'sec 
the flower* wv li.iw isr.mehl lou ! ^Ve "Uhered 
them for \oii in tlu '.lilec where the\ urow best ! ’’ 
.polio .'id; “ \' wlsiioM -ii.ill we i,;ve to 
children that ihev m.iy )• .'enlur.^ Our most 
luMUtil'ii! toi the-.- ! ” .And .i* he stool anil 
lookc'd at I hi 11 t'n mask of .i::e .i»id seeretness 
inishe.l. I le .ippeaie-l ridi.uit in Hi'lit. 'i’hey 
Luiyhei* ill i'»v at hi* bei.itv. riinamy down he 
kissed e.ieh upon the toreheid, then faded .iw »y 
into the li.ihi which is his honu*. 

As the sun • ink lown .I'liiil the blue hill , the 
old prie.st .iwoke with a sij.h, .ind cTieil out : 
“Oh, rhit we loiihl t.ilk wiseh as we do in our 
dreams ! ’’ 



THE CAVE OF Ur.TTH 

Oi'T ol' her cave tame the ancient r.iliih ; Lilith 
th'- wLe; lalith the enchantress. There niti a 
little path <»utside her duellinfj ; i: wmind away 
ajnonj> the iiiciiintains and plitrcTiii': peaks, .md 
before the door one «>f the \\ist ()'ie'» \\.dkeil to 
and fj«). Our td her cave came l.ilith, scornful 
of his »olitude, euiltant in lur wi’»di»m, flaunting/ 
her shiniiiji! and m.itiitjl beautv'. 

“ Still .done, st.ir gazer ! Is thy wisdom of no 
av.iil r 'i’hou hast yet to learn th..^ I am more 
powerful, knowing (he w.ns i>f error, thin v .m 
who know the ways of truth." 

The Wise One heeded her not, I>ut walked to 
and fro. 1 eyes vvi-re turned to the distant 
peaks the aliode of lii‘ brothers. The st.irlight 
tell about him ; a sweet air tame ilown the main- 
tain p.ith, riuftenim his white nibe , he did not 
tease from his sitady musiii:;. I ilirh wavered in 
her cave like a mist rising In (ween i\ ks. Her 
raiment was \ii)ier, with sil-ery g.tai.is. Her 
face, was dim, and over her heail r.-u'd i ••aadowy 
diadem, like that which a man iiirgint*' over the 
head of his beloved : and one looking tli'ser at . 
her face ^ould have seen th.t* this was the crown . 
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^he reached out to ; that the C}'C3 burnt with his 
[•Wn longing ; that the lips were parted to jicid 
'to the stcret wishes at' his lieart. 

“ 'I'cll me, for 1 would know, why jIo )ou w’ait 
so long ? I, hire in m\ lave between the valley 
and the heitiht, bliml the eyes of all who would 
pass. Those who iiy ihanie go forth to you, 
come lvai.k ti' nie iu>.ii?i. :uu! (tut one in ten 
thousand p.isses on. iVlv illudons are sweeter 
to them tn-in triuh. 1 offi-r «veis soi,I jf'! <iwn 
shadow. I pa\ iher. ouir own price. I have 
grown liih, thougii •tie simple ‘lu‘|»heids of old 
gaM me birth. M-m h ive made me ; ihe mortals 
hav.* madi me imnii-l.il. I m.e up like a vapour 
from their liisi i.n in-s, .md cmtv si'di •■.iiue (hen 
and evei\ kitieh ro'i.iins with me. I am made 
up «if hopes mill •'.•i- . 'I'Ju siibtle princes ].iy 
out their plat*., ot .-.n l-i m\ ^a\e, uid there 
the hero drcaii.-., .niu the'v the Iove»^h of all time 
write in flaiiii iheir hi'-ioiv. 1 an> wise, holding 
all cxpeiieiue, to tempt, to lilliid. to terrifv. None 
shall p.iss b\. \\ hy, then fore, do-t thou wait .' ” 

The Wise One li-oki.l .m her, aiiil she shrank 
hack a little, .ind a little her si!,er and violet faded, 
but our of 111 I i.ue hn- loin still ■•iiindid : 

“ The sl.irs and rise starry uown aie not jours 
alone to offer, and. every promise jou make I make 
also. I offer the good and the o.id indiffe*-cnllv. 
The lover, the poet, thi‘ m\ 'ie, .md all who wuidd 
drink of the first fount.ti'., [ delude with my 
mirage. 1 w.is the Healnce who led Dante 
upwards : the gloom w’.is in me, anil the glory 
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was mine also, and lie went not out of my cave.' 
The stars and the ^l 1 inin£; of heaven were illusions 
of the infinite I wove about him. I c.iptared his 
soul with the sh.iil(»\v of sji.Ke; a nutshell would 
have iiintaiiie.l tlie film. [ Muote on the dim 
heart-chords the manifold music of beinc. fJod 
is sweeter in the hum.in than the human in fJod. 
Tlieretbre he rested in me.” 

She ptiused a little, and then went on : “ There 
is that fintastic fellow who slipjwd In me. Could 
your wi'«dom not retain him r 1 le returned to 
me full of anytiish, .iiul I woutul lus arms round 
him like a fair melancholy ; and o' w his sadness 
is as sweet to lion as hope w.is before his fall. 
I.isten tti Ills >-omi I ” She paused a^ain. A 
voice c.ime up from the depths diantim; a sad 
knowledue : 

\Vll.lf Ilf ill lilL* W’ll 111 1^1 * 

II [ij \.iiii I'i I I. 

1 •Ml. 1'11 lilt: pi.iicl .1 l^riiii‘'li 
ri'ini iln' I** Lniivii XnliM* ''nw. 

Will; f>r .ill tl'L ii'iil 'll iliiii' ^ 

Niipi iiiif ml .| I* I .. '.p 

rnlcil \Mill .1 il'l I". ■ ill Nile, 

An I I ill. |i,i h iri>. J it up 

Wlial ill til li' j *11 I d 
<)•;!' in 0\* ‘'‘'f n 

'Ti- tin ■ LiiJ 1 1 i' 

'I r 1 ^ 1 . I'l^ i«iir » I ..'I • in liiii'i . 

' Win* i-l •• ■ ill' tr III I”*'* 

btiiMcr I II 111 I'll wi'i IT '^••1. , 

\il ll^'IlL 1iltc\1 It nil I'L' •\i. . 

I.nvc lia^ lo'iiul ilic \\S>>1c 
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“ Is it not pitiful ? I pity only thtjse who pity 
themselves. Yet he is mine more surely than 
ever. *l'his is the enJ of hun).in \\iMli«m. How 
shall he now escape ? \\ h.it shall ilraw him up ? ” 

“ His 'will .'hall .iwaken,” saiii the Wise One. 
“ I do iKJt soipjw liver him, for lunj; is the daik- 
ncss hefore the spirit is horn. 1 le learns in your 
caves not to s^c, not to he.u, not to think, for verj 
anjiuish fljinf< ymir illusions.” 

“ .‘'oiTiMv is t i>reai Imm!,” T iiith saiil. 

*‘ It is a hoMil ti i'k iihjiit of ‘OMow. He 
weeps \eh it iliou eii si never yive him, .i life never 
hualhed in ihcc. I L shall tome forlh, aiul thou 
shalt not s, »■ him .* the time of pesin”. When 
di’sire Jits the sv.i'i anil 'n\isihle vill .iwakeiis. 
He sli.'Il jjo l.iiih ..n,' «m, 1 \ .me the i*\\ellers in 
your Lives will .evaken aivi jets., .mu.iril. 'Ihts 
snull oKI p.i*h will 1..' rri)i' 'eti hi veneration after 
gcner.itiiin. I *■.. "i, tof*, < > shi'Miv.' I.ilifh, shalt 
tbllow, not tm tie^s, hot .is li.indmaiden.” 

” I will weave •pells,” laluh ».riei!. “ They 
hh.ill mier pass me. I will dui", them iiith the 
sweetest poison. 'I he) •hall rest dn.iisilv and 
eonlent as of ii|d. Were tiu v not 'jiam s lunu 

niiyhly men in-l hi nies r I ovirt.im.‘ tin n; with 
younv enchamnienf. .'shall thi i p.is , hy Uehle 
and loni'inv fur hvtjotie jois, f ir the - ins of rhiir 
proiiii exulMnr nmth, while I h.iit orov. n into a 
mjriad wi'dom : " , 

The W ise (Jne w.ilked to .mil fro -as hefore, .md 
there was silcn«.e ; and 1 biaw rh.it with steady will 
he pierced the tumultuous gloom of the cave, .uid 
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^ I 

a spirit awoke here and there from its dream.' 
And 1 thought 1 saw that Sad Singer become 
filled with a new longing for true being, and that 
the illuirioiis of good and evil fell from him, and 
that he e.imc at la^t to the knees of the Wise One 
to learn the supreme truth. In the misty mid- 
night I heard these three voices — tlie Sad Singer, 
the Enchantress 1 .ilith, and the Wise One. From 
the Sad Singer 1 learned th.it the 'light of itself 
le.u'.s nowhere, but blows the perfume from every 
flower, and cuts the flower from ever}- tree, and 
hew-s down e-'-erj trie from the valle}, and in the 
end goes m and fro in waste f*lares. — gnawing 
itself in a last huiv.-.i'r. I le.irned irom Lilith that 
we weave our own ench intment, and bind our- 
selves with our own imagin.ition. 'I'o think of 
the true as beyond us or to love the symbol of 
being is to darken the path to wisilom, and to 
debar ii* from etern.il beauty. From the Wt,c 
One I learned that rhe truest wisdom i.s to w'ait, 
to work, and to w'ill in secict. Those who .arc 
voiceless lo-daj, ro-mor'-ow shall lie cloi|ueiit, and 
the earth shall hear them and her children s.ilute 
them. Of tliese three truths the hardist to learn 
is the silent will. Let us seek for the highest 
truth. 


1894. 
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The cniorion'5 ti\ar hnuntod me in th:it little 
cathedral town would be uioht ditHeult to do-ieribe. 
After the hurry, rattle, and fever ot the city, the 
rare weeks spent h' re ucre infinitely peaceful. 
They were full of a (]uai nt hcnse «>f childhood, 
with soinerimes a vl.-eper chord hnuhed — the 
giant and spiritua' things ihihihood has vireams 
of. The little room I t-lept in Inul opposite its 
window the great grey cathedral wall ; it was 
only in the evening mat the sunlight crept round 
it and appeared tn the room •■nMimd through the 
faded gieen blind It niif>t have been this '.ilvery 
quietness «)f colour which in some subtle way 
affected me with the feeling of a continual Sabbath; 
and this w.is strengtheneil by the bells chiming 
hour after hi>ur. The [Mthos, penitence, and 
hope exj'ressed by the flytny notes coloured the 
intervals with faint and delicate memories. 'J'hey 
haunted my dreams, am.! I hc“.ird w'irh unutterable 
longing the drcMiny chimes pc.iling from some dim 
and vast cathedral of the co'iuic memory, until the 
peace they toilet.) became eimobt a nightmare^ and 
1 longed for utter oblivion or forgetfulness of their 
reverberations. • 

Ih9 
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More remarkable were the strange lapses into 
other worlds and times. Almost as frequent as 
the changing of the bells were the changes from 
stsite to state. 1 realised whnt is meant by the 
Indian philosophy of Maj'a. Truly my days 
were full «jf Miiyas, ami my work-a-day city life 
wis no more real to me than one of those bright, 
brief glimpses of things long pas). I t.ilk of the 
past, and yet these moments taught me how false 
our K'ea-> of time are. in the l'‘\'er-living 
yesterday, to-day, and to-m*>To\v arc words of no 
meaning. I know 1 fell into wh.u we i.dl the 
p.ist, and the th«nL!s I (.ounted as de.ui J-ir ever 
wore the thinu' I had ^'ct to eiulure. Out of the 
old aye of eirth 1 in j'peii into ii‘- ihii.!))oi>J, and 
received onc<‘ iimre the primal blessing nf youth, 
ecstasv. and beauty. Jliir these tilings are too 
\ast and vague to speak of, the wpuls we use 
to-day cannot ttll their storj*. Nearer to our lime 
is the legend rhat h-llows. 

1 WMs, I thought, one (d'the Magi of uLl Persia, 
inheriti>r i»f its iiuforuotten lore, .iiui using some of 
its powers. 1 tried to pierce through the great 
veil of nature, and feel the life that quickened it 
within. I tried to comprehend the birth and 
growth ofplimrs, md ro do rhi- I r* ic spiritu- 
ally, ami passed heumd earth’s ...nfines in' i that 
seeming void whiti' is (he m.i'rix whc’'e they 
germinate. On one of these joui neys I u is stnick 
by the pluintasm, mi it seemed, of a planet I had 
not obser\'ei.l before'. I louIJ not then observe 
closer, and coining again on another occasion it 
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{Wl dbappcared. After the lapse of many 
months I saw it once more, brilli.iiit with fiery 
'* beauty. • its motion was slow, revoKin^ .iround 
some invisible centic. I pondered over it, and 
seemed to know that the invisible centre was its 
primordial spiritual «late, from which ir emeryed 
a little while and into which it then withdrew. 
Short was it-, d.i\ ; >ts shining faded inti» a ijlimmer, 
and then iiit<« darknc'-s in a few months. I 
learned its rime .ind ctcles ; 1 made preparations 
and determi licit to awr.t 'ts cominu. 

'I III Hiktii (ti A Pi.wir 

At mIi-ikc ini* I i* 'i .m iiiiUT nui^o. aiul 
then tiu* '■MiiiuU <■[ ihi-nuL»lMiii tiu- xa^tness 
of urbit '^rc\v a. rnM,\ in ininihcr j>. there were 
star** ai '411/1;. \vcnu ''' ,iik 1 vist.i-^ tit sc-udiI ! 
They rccItM to [uMinJ fmm a 

uiiivcrsal ijiiuk with unlK.irti ihir.i's. 

Tliey rusho’i tuii.i .iiui broke into a ni\ri.ii! voices 
gay vvith v.hili!h okK I roni .ige uu! the ettrn.il 
they tub'll into \*»uth. 'I'hev rilleJ llit 

void vvith rexelliriL* aiid cxult.ition. In iel)clii<.in 
thev tlicn rctiirncd aiul entered the dreadful 
Z'oiintain. AumIii tlu‘\ tame lortli, ami the 
sounds fiuifit ino# \vhi'j'ei>; thej rejt»iccil once 
again, and iL^ain viieJ inr>i sileme. 

And now all around ijlovvv. a vast twilii^it; 
it filUd the k nulle of'ihe planet with vrliiLirle*-s hre. 

1 fell a rippling morion which inipcllcil me away 
from the centre to the circumference. * At that 
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centre a still flame began to lighten ; a new changi| 
took place, and space began to curdle, a milk;;^ 
and nebulous substance rocked to and Iro. At 
e\'ery motion the pulsation of its rhythm carried it 
tarthcr and farther .iway from the centre ; it grew 
darker, a7)d .i grc.it (mrple shadow covered it so that 
i could see it no hniger. I w.is now on the outer 
verge, where the twilight still continued to encircle 
the pKinet with zones of clear transparent light.' 

\. night after night I rose up to visit it they 
grew in.uiy-cohnired .uid brighter, f s.iw the 
im.igin.itiim of nature visibly at work. I uandered 
through shadowy in material forests, a titanic 
vegetation built up of light and colour ; 1 saw 
it growing ilenser, Iiiiny with festoons and trailers 
of fire, and spotted with the light of myri.ul flowers 
such as c.irth never knew. Coincident with the 
.ippc.irance of these things I felt within ni)self, as 
if in harmonious nuiveinent, a sense of joyousness, 
an increase of self-consciousncss : 1 felt full of 
gladne.ss, youth, and the rnysrery of the new. 1 
ielt that greater powers were about to appear, 
those w'ho h.u! tiirown outw'.irds this world and 
erecred it as a palace in space. 

I could not tell half the wonder of this >tr.inge 
nice. 1 could not myself comprehend iimre than 
a little of the my^'ery of being. 'I'hey. 

recognised iiiy presente there, 'lud conununicated 
w'ith me in siuh :i way that I can only desmbe it 
by saying that they seemed to enter into my soul, 
breathing a fiery life ; yet T knew that the highest 
J could }t:ach to was but the outer verge of their 
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^^ritual nature, and to tell you but a little I have 
rmany times to translate it ; for in the first unity 
'.with their thought I touched on an almost 
'universal sphere of life, I peered into the ancient 
heart that beats rhnnijihout time ; and this kiunv- 
'ledge became changed in me, first into a vast and 
nebulous symboloyv, and so ilovvii through many 
degrees of human thought into words which hold 
not at all the ivristine and inagical beauty. 

I stood before one of this race*, and 1 thoucht, 
“ What is the meanitiL' .inJ end of life here : ” 
Within me 1 fell the answering ecstasy that 
illuminated with visits of dawn and rest. It 
seemed tf> sav : 

■* Oiir spring and «iin' -’ummer are an unfolding 
into light and fo'-ni, and mir aiiiunm and winter 
are a tadinu into the iniinite soul.*' 

1 questioned in jiie heart, “ To what end is 
this life potired torth .im! withd.iavv 11 .■* ” 

He oanic neater at d touched nte ; once more I 
felt the thrill of bein'* rh trclMtu.'eil itselfinto vision. 

“ 'J'he end is ereatinii, aiui creation is joj. 'I'he 
One :iwakc-ns nut -tf ijiiie.eetice as we c'ome forth, 
and knows itsc-lf in us; as we return we enter 
it in uladticss, kii'.wing ourselves. After long 
cycles the world you live in will become like ours ; 
it will be poured forth and withdrawn ; a mystic 
breath, a mirror to gl.iss your Ivima.” 

He disappeared, while 1 woidered wh.it eyclic 
changes would transmute our ball of mud into the 
subtle substance of thought. 

In that world I dared not stay during its period 
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of vnthdrawal ; having entercil a little into its 
life, I became subject to its laws ; the Powers on 
its rcturn would have dis^solved my being, utterly. 
I felt with a wild terror its clutth upon me, and 
I with*.lrcw frojn the dcj'artiny glory, from the 
greatness that was niy destiny — but n«»t )er. 

From such dreams I would be aroused, perhaps, 
by a gentle knock at my door, and my litde cousin 
Margaret’s quaint facewould peep in with .1 “Guisin 
Ktil.ert, are )oii not coming down to supper ? ” 

Of these visions in the light of afier thought 
I would spea'” a little. All this was bii*' sjmbol, 
requiring to be thrice sublimed in inteipretation 
ere its true meanit g can be grasped. I do not 
know whether woilds are her.ilded by such glad 
semgs, or wJiether any h.ive such a fleeting exist- 
ence, for the mind that reflects truth is dcludcJ 
with strange ph.intasies of time and pl.ice in which 
seconds are rolleil out inro centuries and king 
cycles arc reflected in an instant of time. *rhere 
is within us a little sp.u'c through which all the 
threads of the universe are ilrawn ; an«.l, surround- 
ing th.it incomprehensible centre, the mind of man 
sometimes catches glimpses of things which are 
true only in those glimpses ; when we record 
them the true has vanished, and a '!■ i.lowy story — 
such as this — alo'v* remains. Yet, pi ‘’laps, the 
time is not altugether wa-''‘d in i>.>iisidc‘ring 
legends like these, for they reveal, thou',!, but in 
ph.oitasy and s)mt>i>l, a griMtnc-s ne are heirs to, 
a destiny which is ours though it be }et far away. 
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Tuk tiny hail liccn wc» !U)J wiki, ami th« woods 
looked din> md lireiu'hed liom the window where 
Con sat. All the i.i.i\ Iomi» his ever n-sriess feet 
were •■uimint: to the liooi- in a \ain hope <i|' sun- 
shine. 1 lis s-isrer, Ni>nii, to tjiiitt him had told 
him over and ow" iU'.'-ii the tales which deliuhted 
him, the delnjht (>f hi.iiim: winch wa-' M'loml only 
t<i the ,lelii;ht ot livin', l-iem ovir himself, when as 
Cnciikiin he kept the forvl whiih led to I 'lla, his 
sole hern he.y* mat, ! i'e^ tlv hcr.ts of Meave ; nr 
as Kefiius hew'clilt d the •'Word of livht the 1 )ruivls 
made and i;avc to the vhampion. whith in its 
sweep shore away ilie i rests of the mountains; 
or as Krian, the ill-farevl ehild oFTiirenn, he went 
with his lir.it heis m the ocean-sweepim^ ho it 
farther tJian ever Colnmlnis travelled, winning 
one by one in dire eonflict with kin^s and en- 
chanters the trtasun-s which would appease the 
implacaliie heirt of f.u. 

He hail just died in i con-er of the rootn rnim 
his many wounds when Nor..h i.ime in detl.ying 
tha» all these f.smoiis heroes must go to bed. He 
prote.stcd in vain, but indeed he was slee[vy, and 
betbre he had liecii carried hall -wav to The room 
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the little soft face drooped with half-closed eydf 
while he drowsily ruhbed his nose upon her 
shf)uKlcr in an eftorl to keep awake. For n while 
she flittcvl alxnit him, looking, with her dark, 
shadowy h.iir flickc•rinl^ in the dim, silver light 
like one r>f the beautiful heroines of Gaelic 
romance, or one of the twilight race of the Sidhe. 
Before going she sat by his bed and ««anp to him 
some verses of a song, set to an old Celtic air 
whi)se low intonations were full of a half-soundless 
mystery : 

()\'rilK li thu ^.1} .Ml' j Li p'l'j , 

D'lwn in tiu \ i'* wIpti tin, Jim ll.vi _• '■ii.ij 

Ct'i ' iliL .tin I i .••M (li Ii.ini1cr >ipt.icCf'iiiL : 

(.'iipic, thill., vi\ '‘licpiKiJ, iiiii I .111 nn. away. 

“ W ho’s the shejdierd r ” said the bt)y, sud- 
denly sitting up. 

“ I lush, al.uin.th, I will tell you another time.” 
She continued still nmre softl) : 

Ilf til W.iiiii, Ji.iw tmth rhr il.nkiu"S 

\Vj»p ni the ‘illjr, il'l i III th" pi'M . 

1aM\C lIlL p>*il lltL.ll' tIu C I'llCit 111 11^ .l.ll! I. !."'•> ’ 

\\ r.if ptii III ihi Jl' L I wi wil' i'litT ih* 

'I'h TO frnm till' iiiiiiiy I'rl'Cit heart wh(.io tli> Mother 
Hr .It III - flirt!' tin I* i> un Ikf il.ir^n * wh « rniiin, 

Wo will (.1 M I (!:■ .ini’. Ill tliLii i.Piit "I .i'ntlur 
l.iiiul the S 'jiiiiy, lli'Mi '.I hpl.iLi* .11 •' * iinv'. 

He w’ould have asked a hun.lrei! tjufstions, but . 
she bent over him. envelopin'.' him with .i sudden, 
nightfill of hair, to give him hi>. go'id-night kiss, 
ami departed. Immeiliately the boy sat up 
again, alt his sleepiness gooi.. The pure, gay, ' 
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'delicate spirit of childhood was darting at ideas 
dimly perceived in the delicioiis moonlight of 
romunto which silvered his hiaiti, where many 
airy and beautiful figures were moving: the 
Fiunna with floating locks chasing the flying vlcer ; 
shapes more solemn, vast, ami misty, guarding 
the avenues to uns|->cakable sicrcts ; but he 
steadily |>ursued his ivlca. 

“ 1 guess he’s one of (he people who tike you 
awaj to faerylaiKl. Wonder if heM come to me ? 
Think it’s eas\ uoin'. .nviiv,” with an intuitive 
perception I'l'the trailty of the link binding child- 
hood to earth ill its ilrea'ns,. a man Con will 
strive with passioiKUt. intensity to regain that free, 
|jPiy morion in the u|‘|ier airs.) “ Think I’ll try 
if he’ll come,’ and he sang, with as near an 
approach as Ik (oii'.u make u> the glimmeiing 
cadences of «is si-.nT’s voice . 

Li'inc, tl) I", r.i. In pli rd, .111 J !i i.i i:i>‘ iw.i}. 

lie then l.iv luck ({uite still and waited, lie 
could not snj wlu-thcr hours or minutes had 
passed, or whether lie had slept or not, until he 
was aware of a tall golden-bearded man st.inding 
by his bed. Wonderfully light was this figure, as 
if the sunlight ran through his limbs; a spiiitual 
beauty was on the face, and those strange c-yes of 
bnmze and gold with tliei' subtle intc-nse ga'’.c 
made Con aware tor the first .ime of the difFesence 
between inner ami outer in liimself. 

“ Come, Con, come aw.iy ! " the child seemed 
to hear uttered silentlv. 
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“ You’re the Shepherd,” said Con, “ I’ll go.”' 
Then suddenly, ” I won’t come back and be old 
when thej ’re all dead ? ” a vivid remembrance of 
Ossiiiii’s t'ate Htishing upon him. 

A most l')caurirul laughter, wliieh again to Con 
seemed half soundk^s, came in reply. 1 lis fears 
vanished ; the golden-bearded man stretehed a 
h.ind over him for a nioment, and he found 
himself out in the night, now ckar and starlit. 
T(jgcther tluy moveil on as if borne by the wind, 
past mail) woods and silver-gleamiii!* lakes, and 
mountains which shone like a range of optls 
below the piirpli skies. The Shepherd stood 
still foi a momen*- oy one of these hilK, and there 
flew' out, nverhke, a melody mingled w'ith a 
tinkling as of innnnierahle ellln hammers, and 
there was a sound of many gay v<»iees where an 
unseen jieople were liokling festival, «»r enr.iptiired 
hosts who were let loose tor the awakening, the 
new d.iy which was to daw'ii, for the delighted 
child felt that faeryland was come o^er again with 
its hercies and battles. 

“ Our brothers rejoice,” said the .shepherd to 
Con. 

“ \Vho arc tJiey r ” asked the lioy. 

” 'They are tiie thought- 'it our h'ather.” 

“ May we g* in ? ” Ci>i. asked, ii-r he wsis 
fascinated by the nielod), iv)sterv, and flashing 
light-. 

“ Not now. W’e are going to my home when; 

I lived in tlic da)’s p;ust when there tame to me 
many kings and queens o.' ancient Kire, many 
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' heroes and bcautifiil women, who longed for the 
Druid wisdom we fciught.” 

“ And did you fight like Finn, and carry spears 
as tall as trees, and chase the deer through the 
wooiis, and have fe.isting anil singing ? ” 

“ No, we, the Dananns, did none of those 
things ; but those who were we.iry of battle, and 
to whom feast and song brought no pleasure, came 
to us and passed hence to a more W(;nderful land, 

• a more immortal land th.in this.” 

As he spoke lie pa'ised before a great inouiul, 
grown over with tree-., and around it siKcr clear 
ill tlie moonlight were immense stones piled, the 
remains of an origin •! > iixle, aiikl there was a dark, 
low, narrow enti-ame leailing within. 1 ie took 
Cun b^ the hind, ..nd in an instant tluy were 
standing in a lol't\, cross -shaped cave, built 
roughly of h»ii>e sti.nes. 

‘‘ 'riii wa. i>iy ['.dace. In Ja>s p.ist manj a 
one pliuked here liu purple flower of magic and 
the Iruit of tlu tice “t life.” 

“ It is vei y dark," saiil the child discon-olately. 
lie h.id expel te.l .ometliiiig ditFerent. 

” Nav, but look: )ou will see it is the palace 
of a god.” And e\en as he spoke a light began 
to glow and to pirvade the c.i\e, and to obliter- 
ate the stone walls and the antique hieroglyphs 
engraven theretin, and to eidt the eirthen floor 
into itsilf like a fierj siiii sii.ldeiily uptiscn \\;;thiii 
tti.* world, and there w.is e\i-i\ where a \candcriiig 
ecstasy of sound : light and suiiiiii were one ; liuht 
had a voice, and the niusic hung glittering in the air. 
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“ Look, how the sun is dawning for us, 
dawning ; in the earth, in our hearts, with ever* 
youthful and triuinphant vuiccb. Your> sun is- 
but a smoky sh:idi)w, ours the ruddy and eternal^ 
gkiw ; ) ours is f.ir away, ours is hi".iri and hearth 
and home ; yours is a light w'ithout, ours a fire 
within, in rock, in river, in plain, every where living, 
evm where dawning, whence also it coineth that 
the mountains emit their wondrous rajs.” 

As he spoke he seemed to brc-atlie the brilliance 
of that mjstical sunlight and to ihlate and tower, 
so tiiat the c looked up to a vanl pillar of 
light, ha\ing in his heart a sun of ruddy gold 
which sited its bii.uling nijs about him, and over 
his head there was a waving (»f fiery plumage, and 
on his face an ecstasy of beauty and iniinortal 
youth. 

“ I am Angus,” Con heard ; “.itnen call me 
the Noting. 1 am the sunlight in the heart, the 
moonlight in the mind ; i am the light at the end 
of c'\er\ ilream, the voice lor e\cT calling to come 
aw'ay ; 1 am dc*sirc luxoiid joj or tears. Come 
with me, come with me, ( will make jou im- 
mortal ; for mj palace opens into the (lardens of 
the .Still, and iiiere are the fin--founfaiiis which 
quench the hea-T’s desire in rapture.” And in 
the cliiUr-' drean. he was in i palace nigh as the 
stars, with d.r/zliiig pillars jcwelh.! like the dawn, 
and *,'11 fashioned > ul of living and t cmbliiig opal. 
And upon their thrones sat the Dai.ann gous with 
their scc'ptres and diadems if rain how light, and.^ 
upon their faces infinite wis loin and imperishable : 
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^cmth. Id the turmoil and growing chaos of his 
'dream he heard a voice crying out, “ You rcnicm- 
*.ber, Ctm, Con, Conairc Mor, you remember ! ” 
and in an instant he was torn from himself and 
had gn)wn vaster, and was with the Immortals, 
seated u]ion their thrones, rhey looking u[Kjn him 
as a brother, aiul he W'as flying away with them 
into the heart of the gold when he awoke, the 
spirit of childhood d.iz/led with the visic^n which 
is too lofty for princes. 

1897. 
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ACT I. 

SchNK. — Tke dun (j^DniiURt’s nipiii'i/v. I^avar- 
CAM, 1/ Druidruy nts /vf'irc the dwjr in the open 
air, l)j.[KLRj' luMdS ml •>{ u.c dtu’. 

Diirdrf. 

Hear fosternmr'ier, how the •»|-iinn i> begin- 
nir.ii 1 The musie of the l‘'.uher’'> harp is 
awakening; the flower'., the winter’s sleep 

is over, and the spring flow from the lips of the 
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,.<|iarp. Do you not feel the thrill in the wind — 
■„'* joy answcrini; the trcirblinjr strings ? Dear 
' fbstermothcr, the spring and the music are in my 
• heart I 

I.WARC’.VV. 

' The harp has luU three Jiotes ; and, after sleep 
and laughter, the last sound is of weeping. 

Dili a URL. 

^^'hy should there he anj sorrow while f am 
udth \ou.^ J am hapii\ here, laist niuht in a 
dream I s.iw the Idessci s!dhe upon the mountains, 
and they ]rA)ked on nu nith eyes of l<i\e. 

(./v uld I 1j ri)s\i w ev/.vv, ;c7.j 

jt'jure I. A \Rc.\M.) 


I li.KOsM 


I-ady, the I ligh King is tominu through the 
woods. 


r WAR CAM. 


IX’irdre, go to ihe giianan for a hide. \ou 
shall tell me your dream again, my child. 


Lh IRIMII . 

Why am I .always hidden from the kiny's 
sight r 

L.\\AKea 11. 

ft is the king’s uill you should 
except these aged servants. 


see n** ime 
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Diiirdre. >.-;m 

Am I indeed feiirful to look upon, fostei^ 

mother ? 1 Uo not ihink so, or you would not, 

love me. J 

La\ arcam. 

It is the kinji’s will. 

Di rRORi;. 

*' 

Yet why must it he so, fostennother ’WTiyJ? 

must 1 hide away r Why must 1 never leave the'| 
valley r 

T^awrcam. 

It is the kini^'* will. 

//7///t; s/.t' is spi'i?kivjir Co\vor.\R t'/iters, 
Ur ittiHtls stUl and looks on JJiirure. . 
Durork "dzrs on t/ir Kino for a" 
nioiucnl^ tind thrn lov.rni^ fur joce . 
‘Ls.iih krr /-t/Wi/t, skr hnrrk\ tnh iL' dun. 
T/.r IIlriisman ;^ori out. I.av arcam 
sees nud lo.es liejvrr the Kino. 

CoNCOBAR. * 

r.avly, is all well with y<ju and yt»ur charge ? 

L.VVAk(.AM. 

All is well. 

CoNCOIIVa. 

Is there peace hi iJeirvlre’a he.irl ? 

Lavarcvv:. 

She is happy, not knowing a greater happine.ssi 
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II to roam the woods or to dream of the 
mortal ones can bring her. 

CONCOM \R. 


Fate h.is not found her yet hidden in this 
(fValley. 

l.\V.^ReAM. 


Her happiness is ro I)e here. Hut she asks 
swhy must she never le.ive the glen. 1 ler heart 
‘quickens within her. Like a bird she lisH’iis t«) 
the spring, and soon tlu v.dley will be narrow as 
a cage. 

Com mi:\r. 


I cannot open fhe uye. [.ess oniinoin- the 
Red Swincheril at .> fe.i'.t than this beautiful child 
'in Ulla. You know the w('rd of the Uruids at 
her birth. , 

r. *.KeiM. 


Aye, through hei would come the desrrutfion 
of the Red Hr.ir.eh. Hut sad is my he.(rt, thinking 
ofherlunel) }('uth. 


CoNCoi;.\R. 

The g<>ds did not guide us how the ruin might 
.be averted. 'I he Druids would h.ive -l.iij' her, 
but I set myself against the wise ones, thinkinu in 
^y he.irt that the eh'iv.ilry of the Red Hmiuh 
‘Would be alrc.ldy gone if thi-> child were slMn, 
^f we arc to perish it shall he nobly, and without 
departure from the laws of our order. So 1 
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have hidden her away from men, hoping to sta^ 
the coming of fate. 

I/AVAUCAM. 

Kinii, your mercy will return to you, and if any^ 
of the Ucd Jlranth fall, you will not fall. 

CoM'OI. \R. 

If her thoughts turned only tt> the Sidhe her- 
heart would grow lold to the light love that 
warriors give. 'I 'he ]iii\ls ol Angus cannot 
breathe *)r sing their maddening song in the chill 
air that enl'oids the wi^e. l'\»r thi •, Druidess, I 
maile thee her tostc rer. I l.is she learneil to know 
the I'e.mty of the e.er-living ones, after w’hich the 
earth fables and no voice can c.ill us hack ? 

l.WARCWl. 

The imniort.ils Inne a[i|iiared to her in vision 
and liHiked on her with e\e< ol love. 

COMOJJAR. 

Her heautj is so gre.'t it would madden whole i 
hosts, and turn them from remcmbninec of their*, 
dut)’. We must guard well the safetv of the Red ' 
Jlranch. I)ruidc-.s, you have seen whh subtle- 
e)e- the shining life be\(-n-i thi-. Jii" through ■ 
the ancient tiMdir;<ins of LM!-, which I'le bards., 
have kept .ind winen into soiig, I have seen the* 
shining law eti»-cr i leii’s minds, an., -ubdiie the', 
lawJc‘s.s into love ol justic'e. A gre.it tradition is 
shaping A heniic raee ; and the gods who fought at*,' 
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I^^loytura arc descending and dwelling in tlie 
'ijtearts of the Red Branch. Deeds will be done 
'. in our time as mighty as thobC wrought by the 
^giants wlio battled at the dawn ; and thnuiuh the 
memory of our days and ilccds the goils will build 
j themselves an eternal empire in the mind of the 
* Gael. Wise woman, guard well this beauty 
' which fills my lie.irt with terror. I gn n«>w, ami 
■ will doubly warn th< spe.irmen at the passes, but 
.will e«)ine hither again and spe.ik with thee uf 
these things, and wtrh I)<-irdre L vould aUo ^peak. 

l.VVMU \\i. 

King of IM1.1, be .n peace. It is not I who 
will break through rl-e ilesign of ihe goils. 
(CoNCoi.tR “o.’i r. ■'«</., i/f/'T /nA/rr’ for 

a time /ft tft' thi »//(/;.) Hut I )eir'lre is aKo 

one of the inunorrals. '\ hat the goils desire will 
utter irself ihroiuM liei heart. I wiU ■«eek counsel 
from the godb. 

[DiHtOKi r'/WCf lht'ijU"h the tl-j^r. 

Di'iitiiui . 

Is he gone ? I fear this stony king with his 
implacable eye's. 

J.W.MU’AM. 

He is iinpl.ieable only in his desire tor justice. 

Diikiiki. * 

No ! No i There is a hunger in his ty'cs for 
1 know not what. • 
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Lavarcam. .« 

He is the wisest king who ever sAt on the chaii^ 
of Madia. ' 

Dfirdrk. '* 

lie has pliced a burden on my heart. Oh I 
fustermothcr, the harp of life is already trembling' 
int«) sorrow ! 

I^avarcam. 

')o not think of him. 'IVll me your dream,' 
my child. 

l)iiKi/KL tomes from t!>e Jtiot of the tlnn 
and .'//> on a deerskin at L.\varcam’s 
feet. 

Dukokk. 

Tell me, il«i happy dreams brini^ happiness, 
and do our dreams of the Sid.he ever grow real ; 
to us as you are real to me ? Do t'licir e)es clniw . 
nigh to ours, and ean the hc.irt we dream of ever . 
be a refuge for our hearts. 

I.AVARlA\l. 

Tell me your dream. 

DriRORi:. 

N.ay ; but aii-wcr me, fir'-t of all, deir foster-' 
mother — ^I’ou who are wise, and who have talked,^ 
with the .Sidhe. ‘i 

t„\varcam. Jf 

Would it make you happj to have your drearO' 
real, my darling } 
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■Tv^ DriRDRE. 

Oh, ]t wuuld makf me happy ! 

[i9/v hUn luTftur on J>av\rc\m’.s Luces. 

r.AV.\ISf.\M. 

If I can make jour ilivam real, T will, my 
beautiful fawn. 

Dear f<«terni<irher, I think nty dream i& (.<imin,£> 
ncai to me. ii is loiv’.’;*; u» me in-w. 


l.Ai 


Dei r. I re, 
^ heart ? 


tell ii'i \i|ial lutpe lia-^ entered your 

l)l IKIiKI . 


In the niiiltr 1 sivt, in .1 dn.im (he i«ip <if the 
mouiirain j«)mL*r. InvunJ rhe wikhN, and three 
hunters stood there ■>. rhe dawn. ‘1 he sun sent 
its breath upi>n iluir i ues, hut there was a linht 
about them ne\ er kiiidleil at the* sun. I'hej were 
surely hunters from some heau-nlj field, or the 
three t>ods wht'iu I at (oiulenmed to wander in 
.mortal form, aiul thi j .ire lome a.uain (o the world 
to seek some p,reiter tie.isure. 


r.AVARC\M. 

Describe to me these imi lorul hunters. In 
^ir£ we know no gods who take such shape 
^appearing unto men. 

p 
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Deirdre. 

I cannot now make dear to thee myremet^,. 
brance of two of the hunters, but the tallest Of 
the three^— oh, he stood like a flame nj^ainst the 
flanu'less skv, and the whole sapphire of the 
heavens seemed to live in his fearless eyes ! His 
h.iir was darker than the niven’s win^, his factf 
dazrliit^ in its fairness. He pointed with his: 
great flame-bright spear to the valley. His com^ 
p.inions seemed in doubt, and pointed e.ibt and 
west. Then in my drc.im 1 came niuh him and 
whispcri'd in his ear, and pi>inted tiu w.iy through- 
the valley to our dun. 1 looked into his eyes,' 
and he sMrted like one who ^ees a vision ; and 1 
know, dear fostermothi r, he will come here, and 
he will love me. Oh, I would die if he did nqp- 
love me ! 

I/iWiVRCAM. 

Make haste, mj’ child, and tell me was there 
.aught else mcmonible about this hero and his' 
companions ? 

Deirdri.. . 

Yes, I remember each had the likene!.s of aj 
torch shedding rays of goM cnibroidcreil on the; 
breast. '' 

f..AVARr.\M. 

Deirdre, Deinlre, these are ni- phantoms, but* 
living heroes I (") wise king, rhe e}es of the', 
spirit tljou wouldst open have seen farther tha]^ 
the ej’es of (he body thou wouldst blind I Th^l 



V'- i 


DEIRDKE 211 


vision has only revealed to this child her 

^tiny. 

. Diirdre. 

* ' Why do you talk so stranj»ely, fostennother ? 


I.AVAWAM. 

' Concobar, I will not fiuht against the wall of 
.’the immortals. 1 am not thy scr\’ani, but tlicirs. 
'Let the Rcil Bninth fall ! If the jrc)i.ls statter 
it they have ch«)sen to tju’ilc the people of IJIIa 
in another path. 

Diikork. 

What has disturlvii uiur mind, dear foster- 
mother,? What ha\e 1 lo do with the Red 
.Branch.? And why should the people of Ulla 
fall because of me 

I. .e iK( \M. 

. O Deirdre, there were no warriors created 
■could overcome the Red Hraneh. 'I’he tjods 
have but smih-ii on this proud chi\.ilry through 
■4hine cj’es, and they are already melted. TJic 
•craving «)f thy hand is more powerful t«) subdue 
.than the silver rod of the king to sustain, ’fhy 
golden h.iir ^hall be the flame to burn up Ulla. 

P» 

111 

■ l^lIKOKF. ^ 

I ^ 

C'h, what do you mean bj these fateful j^ro- 
^hccics .? You fill me with terror. Wh^’ should 
^ dream so gentle and sw'cct portend sorrow .? 
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Lavarcam. 

Dear poldcn head, cast sorrow aside for 
time. 'I’he Tather J»as not yet struck the lasf!, 
chords on the harp of life. 'J'hc chords of joyl' 
have but be^un for thee. ' 

DliRDRI-.. 

Y»)ii confuse my mind, dear fostermother, i 
with )oiir .sjieech f)r joy .ind sorrow. It is not*. 
}oiir wont. Indeed, I lliink n'\ dream portends 

joy- 

J>.\\ARCA\t. 

It is love, heirdre, which is coniinj^ lo thee.* 
l/)vc, which ihou hast never known. 


DliIKOKh. 

Hut I love thee, dearest and kindest of- 
guardi.uis. 

1 .AVARC \\i. 


Oh, in this lo\e hc.iven and earth will be '■ 
fort»otten, .ind your own .-elf Linremembered, or 
dim .uid far otF as a hiime the spirit lives in no-, 
lonyer. 

Diikiiri. 


'fell me, will the hi.p*'er fiom --.e hills coined 
to us r J think [ could I'.iraet .il' i“r him. : ■# 

TyAV\RC\\r. 

He is not one of the .Sidlie, but the prouilcit' 
and bravc'st of the Ked ilr.incli, Naisi, son of Usna..f 
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Jthree lights of valour among the IJltunians arc 
and his brothers. 

I- ' 

* DiiKORi. 

Will he love me, totter mot her, as you love me, 

’• and will he live with us here f 
* 

f..\VARl’A\r. 

N.iy, where he ;;oes joii must go, and he must 
' fly afar to live with j <)ii. Ihil 1 will le.ive you now 
for a little, ihild, 1 wf.iild d«\ine the fiilme. 

[L w \ lie ' \i / < '.•. Dunn i-.i i-'Hhin 

ihc ./«/;. Diirdri ^<:niks t-t tin,i fr-j 

t.-j.tv t di'ir. \\ist lit' 

St Cl. D Rimi', /iv;'v< tinl h'lks tU 

/•«.', /iT l-.'Kih h /.tV IfSCtlil, 

N iiM t It'liiii’ Di'iiinKh. 

• N u'.i 

Cioddess, or ei. Iiantre-' , tin t'i«e shone on me 
at dawn on ihe ip-nmiain. 'I'hy lips tailed me 
, hither, and I have eome. 

Diriioiir. 

I tailed thee, dear Nai'i. 


Naim. 

f)h, knowing my name, ntver before ha\ing 
■spoken to me, thou must know my heart aho. 

I )l IKI 

Nay, I know not. 'J eil me what is in thy 
heart. 
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Naisi. 

0 enchantress, thoti art there. The ima^ 
of thine e}es is there and thy sinilin|^ lips, and thlst 
heating of iny heart is inuHleil in a cloud of thy. 
golden tresses. 

l)nRJ)RF. 

.''a} Cin, dear Naisi. 

' • 

Naisi. 

1 have told thee all. Thou only art in my 
heart. 

Di iRORr. 

lint I h.ive j.ever ere this spoken to any man. 
'Tell me more. 

Naisi. 

If thou hast never hefoie spoken to any man,' 
then indeed art thou one of the iifiniorbils, and 
my hope is vain. 1 last thou only called me to 
thy wtirld to eViintjuish my life hereafter in 
memories of thee ? 

Dmkdkk. 

\\ hat wouldst thou with me, dear Naisi ? '*.[ 

Naisi. 

I would ci-rr}' thee t.> my dun !'v the sea of, 
Moyle, O beautiful woni.n, anil M‘t thee there,! 
on an ivory throne. The winter wouKl not chiH/ 
thee there, nor ine summer burn thee, for 1 would) 
enfold thee with my love, enchantress, if thim 
earnest to my world. Many warriors are thei^ 



■^UtkcaiE': 




^'tae clan Usna, and two brothers I have who 
itn strong above any hosts, and they would all 
die with me for thy sake. 


nrrKDKb {tjkinji the hands of Naisi). 

I will yo with thee where thou gocst. (Lean- 
ing her head on Nmsi’s shoulder.) Oh, fcister- 
another, too truly hast thou spoken 1 [ know 

myself not. My spirit has gone from me to this 
.Other heart for ever. 


N VIST. 

Dost thou forj><i th\ shining world f«jr me ? 

f.AVARi'AM ('vw/vj; out of the dun). 

Njiisi, this is tlu* Deirdre r-f the prophecies. 

N’aisi. 

Deirdrc ! Deiulre ! 1 remember in some 

old t.ilc of my chihlhood ihat name. (A/m'i/v.) 
It was a Uinu pioj'luvy. \Vh.ii has this girl to 
do with the dowiit.tll of Ulla ? 


T.w-vrcam. 

Thou art the light of the IHtonians, Naisi, but 
thou art not the star of knowledge. 'I'lic Druids 
spake truly. Through her, but not through her 
3in, will come the destruction of the Red Branch. 

Naisi. 

I have counted death as nothing liattliiig for 
the Red Branch ; and 1 w<mld not, even for 
Deirdre, vrar upon my comrades. But Deirdrc 
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I will not leave nor forj^r for a thousand pro!-^ 
phccics inaile by Druids in their dotage. If the? 
Red Branch must fall, it will full through trracherjrjV; 
but Deirdre 1 will Jo\c, and in niy Io\c is no*, 
dishonour, nor any broken pledge. 


F.U'AltCAM. 

Remember, Naisi, the l.iw of the king. It is ' 
death to thee to be here. t'oneol).ir is e\'en now., 
in the w'oods, and will come hiiJjer again. 


i)l iKIil I . 

h it lieaili fo thee to love me, N.iisi .? Oh, fly 
quick!}, .in.l ti rget me. Ihit first, before ihou 
g«je.i, bend »>.’\\n th} head — K'W--re-'t it on my 
bosoiit. I Asten tt» ilu- beating of ni\ heart. That 
passionate tumult is for thee ! 'I’here, [ have 
kissed thee. I have ^weet memoives tor ever- 
lasting. (in now. mv beloved, quuklv. I <Var— 

1 fear for thee this stony king. 

Nmsi. 

I d»t not fear the king, lu-r will I fl} hence. It' 
is due to the ehiel of the Red Br.inch that I should ' 
st.iy and fate him, h.iving «et mv will against his. 

LavAU. tM. 

You eannot mnain now, ' 

Naisi. ) 

It is due to the king. ^ 
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•i. Lavarcam. 

^ 4 You must "o ; both must uo. Do not cloud 
your heart with dreams of a fiKo honour. It is 
'not your dc.uh onlj, bur Deirdre’s which will 
follow. Do you tliink the lied Branch would 
spare her, after your diaili, to extinguish .uiorhcr 
.light of valour, aiul another who may wander 
here ? 

Naisi. 

I will go \vith Deirdre to Alba. 

tlj I'MiKI'. 

'riiroiiyh life or 10 jcath I will ..ro wifli thee, 
Naisi. 

'./ .‘\iMi. rfj ,/ Ari'An <'»v ht'iirtl 
in ihc •; 

• Ai:in\ 

I think N.iisi vi-ent Ihi-. wa}. 

A»Ma . 

He has been wr.ipt in a dream sinie the dawn. 
See ! 'I'lns is Jiis f<iorstep in the *.la\ ! 

t 

A ROAN. 

I heard voices. 

Aivlj; {cntirUt" -.ill .Ardax). 

Here is our dreiin led brother. , 

N\is.. 

■ Ainie and Ardati, this is Deirdre, your sister. 
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1 have broken through the command of the Uoj 
and By vnth her to Alba to avoid warhirc with'ti 
Red Hranch. ^ 

Akoan. 

Our love to thee, beautiful bister. 

Ainle. 

Dciir maiden, thou art already in my heartf 
with Naihi. ^ 

Lavarcam. 

Voii rannot lintrer here. With Coneobar the* 
deed fo1Iii\.s swiftly the counsel ; to-night his' 
spearmen will !«• on jour track. 

N'aisk 

Tasteii, Ainle and Ardan. (>u you to ICmatn 
Maelia. It may be the Reil Branch will make* 
peace between the king aiul mj^elf. You are! 
guiltless in this flight. V. 

Aim-k. 

Having seen Deirdre, my heart is with you,;^ 
brother, an.! 1 also am guilty. 

Ardan. 

I think, being here, w, too. have broken t^» 
command of tlie king. We will go vith thee teu” 
Alba, dc.ir brother and sisti-. '‘t-, 

I^iWARCAM. 

Oh, tarry not, tarrj' not ! Make haste whO^ 
there is yet time. The thoughts of the lung a 
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around Deirdrc as wolves around the 
^tbld. Try not the pasbcs of the valley, but over 
hills. The passes arc all filled with the 
••'bpearmen of the king. 

* . 

Niiisi. 


♦ We will carry thee over the ninunt.iin, Deirdrc, 
''and to-morrow will sec us nigli to the isies of Alb.t. 

Dukdri'. 

Farewell, dear fostennother. 1 have passed 
the f.iery se.i since dm 11, and have tbiind the 
Island of Joy. Oh, '.ee ! wJi.il liright bit\l'. are 
around us, with di//iinj vines 1 Can >011 not 
^hear their singini: r Oh, I)right birds, nuke 
music for ever .irouiui my love .ind me 1 


• LwMiew. 

They are the IJi'.ls of Angus. 'I'heir singing 
brings love— - jikI deith. 

Olirdrl. 

Nay, death lus conie befi>re love, vicar fostcr- 
'mothcr, .iiid .dl 1 was has vani'tiievl like a dewdrop 
in the miii. Oh, beloved, let us go. We are 
leaving death behind us in the \ alley. 

[Dbiruri- tivil the hrutlnri ^0 t/.ruU;^h the 
I,.Wj\rc-.m ivtitchc^, iin,i^h.'» 
they tire out of si^ht iits h\ the tloor of 
the 'lutt leith tier hetui h-izi-cJ to her 
kuces. Jftcr a little Cuncohar enters. 


id . 
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CoNCODAR. 

Where is DcirJre ? 

JavARPAM {hoi lifttir^ f'cr Iictiil). 

Deirvlro h.is left death behind her, and ha»' 
entered into the Kin^doiu of her Youth. 

CONL'OISAR. ^ 

Do not speak to me in portents. I.ilt up yoiur_ 
head, I)ruidc>s. Where is Dei rdiv .? 

L\v\rcvm C/ookhr^ .•■/»). 

Dcirdiv is s;one 1 

CowoiuR. 

11} the hiijli i^od'., tell me whitlier, and who, 
has dared It) t.ike her Ijeiiee r 

l.WAReAM. 

She has fled with Naisi, son ot I fsna. and is 
be}(>nd }our venyeanee, kini.’. 

L'oNt oi:\i:. 

Woman, 1 swear l-y lial.ir, 'I'elhra, and all the- 
brooil cit" ilemons, | will ha\e siuh a veiiiieancea. 
thousand }ears hereafter shall be friyJited at the 
tale. If the Keil Ilraiuh !•« to fall, it will sink 
at least in sea*- of the bli*“d of tlie ilaii IJsiia. 

I.WARl M. t 

O kiny, the doom of the "el ibaneh had 
already pone forth when you suffered love fot* 
Jdeirdre to enter your heart. 

Scene f/ysfsi: 
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ACT II. 

Scene. — 7« ii dun />>■ I.'nh liiivc. Through the 
opt'H d'fur can he srev lakes and li'aidt'd islands 
in a silver /leiltxh/. J^i.ikdki Elands at the 
d>jor h.'Ai/,y ozve the lake. Nmsf is idlhin 
'' hind, ire, a speat-head h the shaft. 


How still is (hi* iwiliyht I It is tin* surisi*t, 
not ot'oni*. bur orn‘:'ii\ liiijs — .o still, so still, so 
living 1 ’I'lu* a’lli iiMicnt of D.in.i is upon flu* 
lakes .ind isIiiuU .ui-i wooils, .ukI the (I're.ti bather 
looks down tin ouch ihe deepeiiinu heavens. 

\ \(s! 

Thou art hilt'«i' Cieir worKl, bc.uitirul woman, 
and it sfcnv f.iir (■• me, L* i/inp. mi thine ejes. 
But when llvni ar! not besiile me the fl.ishini> of 
'spears is more to In’ .ulmired lhan .i whole he.iven- 
•ifiil ol' st.irs. 

I)l IKDKr. 

() N.i'.-'i ! stiM d..ist ihiiu lonp tor the Ked 
Branch and the ]ieril of l)al(le^ aiul death. 

N\tsi, . 

Not for the Ueil llratuh. imr the peril of battles, 
nor death, do I lonjj. But • 




DeIRDRB. ‘ .-'M 

But what, Naisi ? What memory of Eji 
thou hoarded in thy heart ? ' , 

Naisi {IteHiling^ over his speai^. 

It is nothing, Dcirdre. 

Dlirurg. •: 

' 7 

Ft is a night of many days, Naisi. Sec, all the. 
bright d.iy had hidilcn is revealed ! laiok, there I 
A star 1 and another star 1 'I'licy could not see 
each other through the da\, fi)r the hot mists of 
the sun were about them. Three years of the' 
sun have we | massed in .\lba, NaNi, and now, 
O star of my heart, truly *.lo I see you, this night 
of many days. 

Naisi. i 

Though mv breast lav clear as a crystal before 
thee, thou couldst see no ihange in my heart. 

Di-'irorf. 

There is no change, beloved ; but I see there j 
one memory warring on thy peace. 

N.'isi. 

What is it then, wise vonian ? 

DriRURE. 

O’ Naisi, 1 h.ivc looked within thy heart, 
thou hast there imagincvi a king with scornfi^ 
eyes thinking of thy fligh*'. 
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. NaISI. 

the ^ds, but it is true 1 I would give this 
'Jdnguoih 1 have won in Alba to tell the proud 
monarch 1 fear him not. 




DsiKimi:. 


0 Naisi, that thought will draw thee back to 
^•Eri) and to J know not what peril and death 
beyond the seas. 

Naisi. 

1 will not war on ihc Ked Branch. 1‘hey were 
ever faithful comrades. Be at peace, Dcirdrc. 


lb :ri>k£. 

Oh, how vain it i-i to say t.) the heart, “ Be at 
.peace,” when the heart will not rest ! Sorrow is 
on me, beh>v,d, m.l I know not wherefoie. It 
has taken the ^trom: and i.isi pKue of my heart, 
and sighs there hidilen in my lo\e for thee. 


Naisi. 

Dear one, the stings tif Ainle and the pleasant 
talcs of Ardan will drive aw.'y thy sorrow. 


Dlirori.. 

f Ainle and Ardan ! Whore are they ? 'I'hcy 
linger lonu. 

Nais'. • 


They were watching a ‘..lil that set hitherward 
im the south. * 
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Deirdre. 

A sail ! 

Nafsi. I 

A sail 1 W hat is there to stirtle thcc in that ? 
Have not a thousand pallcys lain in Ij^ch Edve* 
since I built this dun by the sea. 


Deirdri.. 

I do not knf)w, but iny spirit died down in my-” 
heart as yon spake, [ think the wind that brings 
it blows fr(»in Jsri, and it is it h.is brought sorrow 
to me. 

Naisi. 

My be.u*tifiil one, it is but a i'aiiey. It is some 
inert hant comes hither to b.irter 'i\ri.in cloths 
for the cunning work ot our smiths. Hut glad 
would J be if he tame from l'',ri, and 1 would 
feast him here for a night, and sit liumd ’ tire of 
tun-es and hear nf tlie ileeds of the Ked Hraiieh. 


Dt iudrk. 

\our heart for e\'er gois out t*» the Red 
Hranch, Naisi. Were there any like unto thee, 
or Ainle, t«r Ardan 

N xisi. 

^Vc were accininteil most skill id, but no jiic 
was held to be br.ivei thae in.' tJi. r. If there 
wen* Vine it was great l''er*'U'^, who laivl .iside the* 
silver rod which he heM as Ardrie of LJII. 1 , btit 
he is in Iriinselt greater than any king. 
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Deirore. 

• ‘ *' And does one hero draw your heart bark to 
Eri? . 

N-wsr. 

A river of low, indeeJ, flows from my heart 
•unto Ferjiu**, fl)r there is no one more noble. Hut 
there were m.iin i it her-., Con.il, and the boy we 
called Ciieui.iin, .1 d.irk, sad child, who w.is the; 
darling of the Red liranch, and truly he seemed 
like one who would Iw .1 woi'ld-fanious -viMrrior. 
There were many lu’Ki hmi to be a god in exih’. 

lb i.’iiRr. 

I think we, too, ire in exile in this world. 
But tell me who eKe .imnng the Red Br.inch do 
you think of with lo\e ? 

• N.vtsi. 

There was the Ardrie, Coiu'iib.11, whom no 
man knows, indeed, tor he is uiifalliom.d)le. But 
he is a wise kinu, thouuli moody and j>assion.ite 
at times, for he w.is ^ursed in his youth tor a sin 
against otic of the Sid he. 

nriROR.". 

Oh, do not speak of him ! My heart falls at 
the thought of him as into a grave, .ind I know 
I will die when we meet. 

N.\isi. 

I know one who will die before that, my fawn. 
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Di-irdrk. 

Naisi 1 You rcnu'mljcr when we fled that 
niuht ; ti'i J ]:i) l>y rh\ sivlc* — rhou wert yet strange 
to me — L heard \oite'. speakiny out ut’ the air. 
'I'he fireat one'- were invi'-ible, yet their voices 
sounded solemnly. “ Our brother and nur sister^ 
do not remember,” one said ; .\nd another spake 
” 'I'hey will serve the pvirj'o-Hi.- all the same,” an 
there was more which I loviLl not understand, birft 
( knew we were to brinyr '.oine jjreat {;itV to tnc 
(iael. Vesternii»ht, in a dream, 1 hearit thevoicro 
ai;ain, and ( cannot recall whar they said; bnt 
as 1 woke from sleep mj pillow was wet widh 
tears fallin_y •-■•ftly, as out of .umiher world, and 
1 -aw beb>re aie thy face, pale and still, Naisi} 
and the kinir, with his implacable eyes. Ofh, 
pul^e of my heart, 1 know the /lireat ni'ft W’e shpU 
t»i\e to the (I'ac*! will be a memore oi pnj and si^h 
over, and I sh.ill be the priestess of teats. Nai^i) 
promise me vou will never uo b.iik to C.'IU-^ — 
.svvcMr to me", N'ai- 1. 

Nvisi. i 

(///■re Ai.vlj: rf»/i/ A kija.n #v;/iT.) _ ■■ 

*l 

Aim I . 

Oh, gre*.:' tielinys, I lothe’i ! 

J)lik •R^. 

I fce'l fate is sicalinn on u with t.ie footsrepji 
oi those w(. Iovl. Before the} .s;)e<i’>v, promise 
Naisi. Si 
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What is it, dear sihtcr ? N.iisi i^ill pn^niiso 
thee anythiiii;, .md if he dnes not we will in.ike 
him do it all the vinio. 

, Diikdkf. 

Oh, let me -.I'e.ik ! Hi^th Di-uh anil the 
Heart’s Dc'-ire are -pivdin;' to win the rate. 
Promise me, Nai•^i, \i>ii wiM m-ver return to l.Ml.i, 

Niiisi, it were well hear what tale tiiav eome 
from I’ati.iiii Ma«.h i One oi t.'ii Kill ISi.iiuh 
dibpla}'i our hinner • ii a yalhw from tin -.outli. 
1 Have senr i lifi.ii oi-ii'” tlii-- wairioi to mir 
dun. It mav Iv Co'i- ■•I’lr i^ dead. 

Why shoii ' 1 V iirii'n- I, nut the Clan 

Usiia jireati" I>ei*‘ 'han evir i'l lai. 

\i M ■ . 

Dear -.iitir, it i- Hie Imd whn h yivi- u-, Iiirth, 
ivhioh e\er like a mother win : ered to ii', and it< 
wlusper ii swiiter than the | runiise of Ik hived 
lips. 'Ihou:;h we ar. Idti'j:' lun- in Mlu we are 
exiles, and the heart is afar t'oni iti homi. 

[./ Ihtiiirf t/ifiit if ln'foj. 

m 

Nm'.i 

I hear a call like the voice of a man ftf I-^ri. 
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DlIRURl. 

It IS onK 1 hcrdsniin cillint; home his catd9> 
(tS/ pu Itt utH / /; / N \isi’s ) Jklo\ed, 
till 1 hcuni so Iittk to \(>u thit ^oul hciitt 
tmpti, ind si»,hs tor J ii ? 

N irsi 

Pdidu, in ni'v flight 1 hiM hiou^ht vnth 
mt rnn\ whose dtsiu is if t, whik itii ire bct 
IS I stii l»\ mi side f Iki hue left thtir own 
I mil, ind Mini i ii iikn i,,h i < the ilmsmcn 
wIk II Ml tetiiin Iheu 1 i1 tie shieiow of 
te u rn nil ni e, becius I He 1 in I elul not face 
the till *'>ii11 I lieu to keep nil ee mtades 
in (\ik, ltd let the hime nt ieit le t on the 
chiettun ot their elm ’ 

Diet I)i I 

C n thei not o? \ie we net cmui^h for 
cieh othei, te i ii tli ri nu t'l ei tl heitth and 
home, lid iihue tnou u*- ttieii tne elieun ends, 
mel Kie ml it the e i i i ihet i im 

[</ w i (. » fa o I /// i /, in t I tri} talloig. 


It is i f mu' II ir lee tl e ill > mil thought * 
] heud th) nime, N usi 

r 

It is the honc) sweet speech ol *1 mm of Etf.* 
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Deirdre. 

is one of otxr own clansmen. Naisi, you 
.not speak ? 'I'he hour is passing, and soon there 
'^1 be naught but a destiny. 

' I'ergus {^‘xithoui). 

Naisi I Naisi 1 

Naisi. 

-A deep voice, like the roar of a storm god ! 
It is Fergus who comes from liri. 

A KUAN. 

He comes as a friLtiJ. There is no treachery 
in the Red Branch. 

, AJ^LL. 

Let us meet Jiim, and pi^’o him welcome I 

\The h'utl.a \ N ihe dh'ir of the dun, 
1hiKi)i:i leans the icuh 

terror in her e\€s. 

• ' Detxuri. (/■;/ n loVf broken vciti^. 

Naisi ! (Nar*.! returns to her side. Ainlk and 

' Aroak go out. l)i.iRi>Ri- rests one hand ou Naisi ’ s 
shoulders and vith the t-thcr points upzi'ards.) 
ytm not see them ? 'I'he blight birds which sang 
'kkour flight ! laiok, how they wheel about us 
as they sim; ! What a 1* Mrt-rending mv'.ic ! 
Aud their plumage, Naisi ! !t is all dabbled with 
.'t^imson ; and they shake a ruddy dew fcom their 
'li^gs upon us 1 Your brow is stained with the 
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drops. I.ct me clear, away the stmns. 
pour over your face and hands. Oh I 

hides her face on Naisi*s breast , ' 
Naisf. 

• 

I’oor, frightened one, there arc no birds I 
Sec, how clear arc niy hands 1 Ix)ok again on 
my face. 

Deirdre {looking up for nu instant). 

Oh 1 bliml, staring eyes. 

Najm. 

Nay, thiy arc filled with love, light of my. 
heart. \\'h.it has troubled your mind Am T ' 
not beside you, and a thousand clansmen around 
our ilun ? 

DlTROIlE. 

They go, and the miisie dies out. What was 
it l.;ivarc'.im said t “ Their singing brings love 
and death.” f 

Naisi. . 

What matters death, for lev.- will find usamong^ 
the J'A’cr lating Ones. We arc ‘ .imurtals, and,i 
it dues nut beiomc us to .'ruAc. 

Dfirdrf. 

Naisi,, there is some ticachcry in the coming ay. 
Fergus. 
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Naisi. 

* *' \ 

. 'A say to you, Dcirdn*, tliat treachery is not to 
be spoken of with Fci^us. He was my fosterer, 
who taught mu all a chieftain should fuel, and 1 
shall not now accuse him on the foolish fancy of 
•a woman. (Ue turns fr»m Dcikukk, tiuJ in he 
Hears the tloor laai’ics chicks with hands laid ajfec- 
Honately on n shuiddcr yf cnJi vf the brothers ; 
Buinne and Ilanx /'jZ/ow.) Welcome, Fergus 1 
Glad is my heart at vnur coming, whether you 
bring good tidings or ill ! 

Kj nous. 

I wouUI not have iiKssed the sea of Moyle to 
bring thee ill tidings, Naisi. ij/c ic‘S Hukorl.) 
My coming his .ifti-'j^nied thy lady, who shakes 
like the white wave tiembling before us tall. 1 
swear to thee/ Dio'iire, tnat the suns of Usna are 
dear to jiie as Jiikircn to a fattier. 

Diirori.. 

The Hird.>. of Angus showed all fiery and 
crimson as you came ! 

Kuin'.vi. 

If we are not welcome in tliis dun let us return! 

Ktiicc's. 

Be still, hasty boy. 

The lady, Deirdre, has received some omen 
'or warninu on our account. \Nhen the .'sidhc 
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declare their will, we should with due awe coo* 
sidcr it. - .■ •* 

Aruax. . •** , 

ilor mind has been troubled by a dream pf, 
some ill to Naisi. 

Naisi. • 

It uus not by drenminj^ e^iIs that the sons of 
Usna ^rew to be chatnpions in Ulla. And I 
took, thee to my heart, Deirdre, though the Druids 
trembled to murmur ihy name. 

h'LRoes. 

I 

It' we liste’.od to dreamers and toretollcrs the' 
Stt'ord would iieier flash I'rom its sheath. In . 
truth, I have never found the Sidlie send omens 
to warriors ; they rather bid ihem fl} to herald 
our coming. " 

Diikuki:. 

And what doo’n comes with thee now that 
such omens fled liet(»re thee ? I fear thy coming, 
warri»)r. 1 fear the J.ights ot Wilour will be soon 
extinguished. 

Imrcis. ^ .■ 

'I'hoii sh'lt smile a.' lin, pah- i riiicess, when.^. 
thou lust he.iid my tale. It is nor <■«> the sonsof''' 
Usna I \\«juld bring sorr w. Naisi, 'liou art tree''*' 
to refurn to I ^lla. \ 

Naisi. ,k 

Does the king, then, forgo his vengeance ? *“ 
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, Deirdre. 

The; lung will never forgo his vengeance. 1 
have looked on his face — the f.icc ol' one who 
never changes his purpose. 

Fl RGl s. 

He sends forgiveness and greetings. 

Ul IRDRI'. 

O Naisi, he send . h'>nied words by the mouth 
of Fergus, hut thi; pmt-up ile.ith broods in his 
own hciirr. 

iU'lN'.Vl . 

We were tnupi-f l»LMtt‘n, indeed, mi the sea 
of Moyle, but tie. -lorm of this <.>irrr. speech is 
more fearful i'.i. e. 


l*’l ROl'S. 

Your tongue too sv\ilr, Huinne. 1 say (o 
you, Deinlr», that if all the king"* of J*'ii brooded 
lU to Xaisi, they d.ire not break through tny 
protection. 

N MSI. 

It is true, indeed, Fergus, though 1 have nt:ver 
.asked any protection sace my own sword. It is 
a chill welcome you give i > Fergus .and lu-. ssns, 
Dardn*. Ainle, tell them within to make ready 
•the feasting hall. ^ 

•' FAinll sacs tala an iaacr raum. 
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Dfirdae. g 

I pray tliy pardon, warrior. Thy love for 
Xai'«i I do not doubt. But in this holy place 
there is peace, and tlie doom that Cathvah the 
Druid eried cannot tall. And oh, 1 feel, too, there 
One here anion^ us who pushes us silently from 
the pl.ice of life, anil we are driftini' 'iway — away 
— from the world, on a tide whiih goes down 
into the darkness I 

A ROAN. 

The darkness is in your iMud alone, poor 
sister. Great is our joy to hetir the message of 
Fe'^gus. 

Naisi. 

It is not like tlie king to change his will. 

Fergus, wh.it h.is wrought upon his mind ? 

% 

1' i.kovs. 

lie took eounsi I with the Druids and T^avar- 
eam, and tliereaiter spake at I'anain Macha, that 
for no w>>m.in in the world should the sons of 
Usna be apart from the Red Branch. And so 
we all spake joj t'ully ; .ind I li.ive .ome with the 
king’s mc' • tge of pi* -ee, for he knew that for." 
none else Wk.'aldst thou • .‘turn. 


Naisf. 

I 

SureU, I will go with thee, bergus. 1 lodg 
for the .dialing e}es of friends and the felliiwship 
of the Red Brunei], an to sec my own i riuntiy 
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by^e sea of Moyle. I wear)' of this barbarous 
pe^le in Alba. 

• DeiRDKl'. 

O children of I 's«na, there i-s death in you 
'going 1 Naisi, will )«)U not stay the stiirui biril 
of sorrow r I forebear tiu- fallijij; of tears that 
cease not, .ind in t^ein. rations unborn the sorrow 
of it all will never bo stilled ! 

Naisi. 

Dcirdrc ! Deinlrr 1 It ii not ripht fir you, 
beautiful woman, to «.on)e with tears between a 
thousand exiles in.i their own land 1 Many 
battles have 1 I'ojul-t, knowmj^ well there would 
be death and wet j-ing :i*ter. If 1 feared to trust 
.to the woiil of :ir<‘at kinus and w.itriors, it is 
not with (e.ils I would he remembered. What 
would the hanl sinp of Naisi — without trirst ! 
afraid of ihe out'iretehed hand ! — lrii;hted by a 
woman’s feais ! My the ^oJs, before the elan 
Usna weie m' shamed 1 would sised n>) blood 
here writh ni}- nw n h.ind. 

Di.IKDUJ'. 

O stay, stay your an^er ! Have [>it\ on me, 
Ntusi 1 't'tair words, ai e h« i hiilitnini,'., sear 
my heart. Never attain will 1 setk to st^y thee. 
But spe.ik to me with love onee more, N.iisi. IJo 
not bend ynui brows on me with aiipe^ ; for, oh 1 
•but a little time remains for ns to love 1 
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Fergus. 

Nay, Deirdrc, there are many years, 
shalt yet smile back on this hour in thy olU years 
thinking of the love and laughter between. 

AiM.h (cn/irin^). 

The feast is ready for our guests. 

Aruan. 

The bards shall sing of Eri t<»-night. Let the 
harpers souiul their gayest music. Oh, to be 
back un^e more in ro}.il Eiiiain 1 

N AISJ. 

Come, Oeirdre, forget thy fears. Corner 
Fergus, i long to hear from tliy lips of the Red 
Rninch and LMla. 

Fi-Rors. ' 

It is gea«a with me not to refuse a feast offered 
by one of the iici.1 JiiMiich. 

[Fi;rgi's\ Rri\.M, Ii.v.nn', tin,/ the sons of 
L \ffiii :-v int'j the iimer rc/in. Deirdrr '■ 
rciHiiins siienth st.iUiiiKx f’'*' tiniet af‘‘ 
ij 'tiuiiii'ii. I'ht, \ iu'’J of iiH’i^hier and 
MU \ic Jl-hits ii:. iihi' "•/€' f the door of 
the n'uH^ lookiire iittir^dir /t the ledtns 
ttHii h/iUhls. ’ 

Djiroiu-. 

FareweVi O home of happy memories. ThoughPi^ 
thou art bleak to Naisi, me thou art brighif/e 
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I |hftll never see thee more, save as shadows 
w^wander here, weeping over what has gone. 
Farewell, O gentle people, who made music tor 
me on*the hills. The Father has struck the List 
chord on the 1 f.irp ut' I .ife, aiul the music I shall 
hear here;ifter will be onlv sorrow. O Mother 
Dana, wh«) breathcvi up love through the dim 
earth to my heart, be with me where 1 am going. 
Soon shall 1 lie ilose to thee for comfort, where 
many a broken he.irt h.is l.iiti ami m.iny a weeping 
head. 

[Alufic /jeir/’* 'Old hoi^hlcr floiiii hi. 

\'on I'S. 

Deirdrr 1 IK* I'.-e ! DeirJ.re ! 

[DiiiRoui; /( tVfS ihr . W of the fnH, mid 
th-' t'l'Kt I’/i/Si'S iis s/.e oh 

»' t-«iV, 'mym fticc in her iirms. 


y\CT III. 

ScENK . — The II line cf the Tied Tir<uieh at Kmaia 
Mat ha. There h a dnur e-ivered •tcilh lurtains^ 

throu;ih '.-huh the blue Ive^ht nf eienin^ tan he 
seen. Co.NcoH-iR sih at #/ table tot ^hifk is a 
cheSiboarJ^ ‘U'i/h fi^ura arranged. L/VVarcam 
Stands hefure the table. 

' Covcoi \R. * 

The air is dense with omens, but all is 
unoertiun. Cathvah, for all his Druid art, is 
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uncertain, and cannot foresee the future; andin 
my dreams, too, I apiin see Macha, who dies at 
my feet, and •'he parses by me with a secret 
exull.iiit •smile. () i)riiide''S is the sin* of my 
boyhood f»i 1 h* .uenjied by this \vom.m, who comes 
biiek to Kn in a cloud ofprophec) 

T.\V\Re\M. 

'rill- fircut beauty ha*' pas<!ed from Deirdre in 
her wanderinj's* frotn phiLC to pl.'iee and from 
island to island. .Many a riuie has she slept 
(ui the hire earth ere NaNi won .1 Ivin^idom for 
himselt in AIb>. .’surely the |'iopMt«.y has already 
been fiiltillcd, !■ r blood h.is been she'd for Deirdre, 
and the Kevi In .inch divided on her aeiount. To 
N.iisi the Kcd llrancli are as brotherb. Thou 
hast naimht to fear. 

CoM'iusva. • 

Well, I have put aside iiiy fears and taken thy 
counsel, Druidess, b'lir the v.jke of the Red 
Branch 1 have fot^iven the sons of Usiia. Now, 
i will call toi^eilur the lied Branch, fur it is my 
purpose to brinif the five proviiKcs under our sway,, 
and there shall be but one kiijudoin in Jvri between 
the seas. 

[.■/ disi.t’U >h-iunnji f «/ iom - i .xcs is heard, 
[..ivARc.iM sht V.1, il isph’^' f:rr hands. 

Why do-’t ti.<m start, Druide s .? Was it not^ 
fciretnlcl from of okl th.u the j>ods would lul^. 
over one {'•ecplc in Lri } 1 sometimes think tlie ' 
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Wisrior soul of Lu shines through the boy Cucu- 
Isun, who, after me, shall guide the Rcvl Branch ; 
aye, and with him arc many of the old company 
who fought at .Vlouura, conic luck to renew the 
everlasting battle. I- not this the Isle of IVstiny, 
and the hour at luiul ? 

\TL' clmmr is a:;, fin 

What is thi'- il.im('ur as if nion Jiailed .1 king ? 
(Cuffs.) N tin re «»iie withcjiit there' (liw\ 
enters^ Ah I renirm' I'nim Alba with the 
fugitives ! 

Ii iw. 

King, we h i\e fiiifiiled «nir thargi'. ‘I he sons 
of Usna are U'th (<s m: Emain ;\Lul>a. Whither 
is it ycur ple.i'.un they sliould be led ? 

C ONCOilAK. 

They sh di be h d.ge.l here, in the I I011..C of 
the Red Br.snili. (Iiwn /.» .'i’y/// h 
Yet, wait, what me.m all these tries as of astonished 
men ? 

ll W'N. 

The lady, IVinlre, has tome with us, anil her 
beaut}' is a wonder to the g.i/e's in the streets, 
for she moves among them 'ike one r)f rhe Siillic, 
whiter than ivory, with lone hair of gohi, i^dul her 
eyes, like the blue flame of twilight, make mystery 
in their hearts. * 
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CoN'COBAR {starting up). f 

This is no fadin^r beauty who returns I You 
hear, Druidess 1 . 

Ilann. 

Ardrie <»f T711.1, whoever has fahlcd to thee 
that the l)e.iuty of Deiulre is past has lied. She is 
sorrowful, indeed, hut her sadness only bows the 
heart to more adoration than her jc^y, and pity for 
her seems sweeter than the dre.im of love. Fad- 
ing* 1 Yes, her ye->terilay fades liehind her every 
morni'i", and every clian,i<in^ iTit>od seems only 
an unveiling to brim> her ne.irer to the golden 
spirit within. But how eouKi I di'seribc Deirdre 
In a little v.hile she will he here, and you shall 
see her with your own eyes. 

[Ilavn ho'jcs and goes out. 

CoNCOISAR. 

1 w’ill, indeed, see her with iny own eyes. I 
will not, on the report of a bo}, speak words that 
shall make the Ked Branch fo drip with blood, 
1 will see with my own eyes. {Ur goa to the door^ 
But 1 swear to thee, Drtiides'., if thou hast plotted 
deceit a sce-md time with Naisi, that all I£ri may 
fall a.sunder. but I wih In* avenged. 

[lie holds thr riit-iin iisUr -nth one hand 
find looks out. /h he ,( 'tes Us face 
» gfi zvs sterner, and !i. lifts his hand e^ene 

his head tn menace. J^avarcam 
' on 'sjsith terror, and as he drops He 
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cunain and looks back on her^ she lets 
her ftoc sink in her hands. 

■ CoM’OHAR {stornful/y). 

A Dniid makes prophecies anti a Druidess 
schemes to brim; tlieni to have you 

*all workcvi tf'jieiher ! A fading lieaiiry wis to 
return, and the Jai;hts of Valour to shine ai;ain in 
the Red Branch ! And I, the Ardrie of nUa 
and the he-ad of rhe Ked Branch, to pas. In the 
broken law and rhe 'ffir de.eit 1 I, who'.e sole 
thought was of rhe building up of a people, U* be 
set aside ! 'I’he hi. h g«ids miy judge me here- 
after, but to-night hall see the broken law set 
straight, and venge.iiue on the tr.iitors t<* lUla ! 

[..\\ MU'A.M. 

It was all inv loin” ! '[ hey are innocent I 

I loved Utiido', C' king ! lit jour anger be mt 
jnc alone. 

CoMOliVK. 

Oh, tongue of falsehood ! Who can believe 
you I The late of Ulla wis in jour iharge, and 
you let it go forth at rhe instant wish of a mtn and 
a girl ’s desire. The fate of I BI.i w.is too distant, 
and you must bring it nigher — the torch to the 
pile I Breakers of the law and makcra of lies, 
you shall all perish togethe. ! 

[Co\*con\R Ir.rct's iLt' n-iW. Luviiewi 
riintanSy her bctni' shaken jev'//; tubs, 
elficr a pause N.viai enters iviih 
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Deirdre, Atn’le, Ardan, liAvtt/aHd 
Ik'iN'NE follow. During the dialogue 
which ensues, N.xisr is ina/teudve, and 
Si lurhusly esaminsttg the chess-board. 

Di IRDRE. 

W'c !iK’ cntcrinjf a house of death ! Who is* 
it th.it weeps so ? I, too, woiiKl weep, but the 
ihiKlren ot Usna are too protiil to let tears be seen 
in the eves of their women. iShe sees I .warcam, 
whu her head from tL /ahle.) O foster- 

mother, fur whom Jo voii torrew.? Ah ! it is 
for us. still love me, Je.:r fostermothcr ; 

hut \ou, wh< .ire wise. eoiiUl M)it not have warned 
the Liuhs of Valour.^ \\.is if kind to keep 
silente, .ind only meet iis here with teirs ? 

I^VAI’CAM. 

O Deirdre, jiiv thiU ! mv d.ir.hni' ! 1 have 

let love .mil limuing liliiul my eu’^. I left the 
niount.iin home of the iioils for Km.iin Maeha, 
and t(* ]'lot for yur return. I — I ilceeiveJ the 
kin^. I told him your Io\elities.s w.is passed, and 
the time of the prophecy i;one by. I thought 
when you e.ime .ill w'ould be well. 1 thought 
wildly, f«»i love h.ul m.ide .1 blitulius: in my hcj.r, 
.ind now til', kino h.i iliseoverei< *he deceit; and, 
oh 1 he h.i. gone .iw." in wrii,>, and soon his 
terriiile hand will tall ! 
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us into a trap. They have lured us from AIIm, 
and they hover here above us in red clouds — 
cloud upon elout.1 — .iiul .uv.iit the saeriiiee. 

T^warcam. 

Oh, it is not yet too late ! Where is Ferris 
'The kini? dsire not u.ir on Feryus. heryU". «'s 
our only hope. 

l)l IKDKI.. 

Feryus h.is Irirtend his Ivuiour for .1 
lie remained with li.ii.eh that he miuJit boa^t he 
never refused the nine dip. He I'e.ists with 
Baruch, and the 1 i.:hts of Valour who put their 
trust in him — ^inii^ .He. 

Ill IWi'. 

Fergus never iu'teieJ his honoui. 1 do 
protest, girl, t ^our ‘'|v>\.h. The nj'ne ol' 
Fergus .ilort woii!'* prorei.t wm throuei'oiil .til 
Eri ; how n-ueh ni'i’^e here, nh«.re Ik- i-, ih.inipion 
in Ulla. Gniie, hr ither, we .ire none ol'iis needed 
here. [Jii'ivNj- /. ti-r rvjw. 

Di IRDKI 

Father .iin! --on alike ile-ert us ! O foster 
mother, i.s this tt;e end of .ill : Is there no n ly 
out } Is there no wa\ tnil ? 

Ila.nn 

I will not desert jou, Diitdre, while I c.in still 
thrust a spc.ir. But you fear over 'iu«.h without 
a cause. 
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LmWARCAM. 

Bar up the d(x>r ami cluse the vrindows. I will 
send a bwift messenuer for Fergus. If you hold 
the dun until Fergus comes .ill will yet be well. 

[Twwarcam hurries out.' 

Durori. (.t'w//;' V ‘ N.msi). 

Naisi, do you not hear ? Let the diKir be barred ! 
Ainle and Ardan, are you still Jl blind ? Oh 1 
must L close them witli inv own band ! 

[1)1 i: r>RE nuc! to the '!chitl'iZ“y and lays 
her hand on the hors. Naisi folloivs 
her. 

N MSI. 

Deirdre, in your girlho<»d you have not known 
of the ways ot the Ued Hramb. I bis thing you 
fear is unheard of in I bla. 'I'hc king may be 
wrathful ; but the word, onee passed, is iiniolable. 
If he whisjvred treachery to one of the Red 
Branch he would not be Anli ie tiMuoimw. Nay, 
leave the window unharred, or they will saj^ the 
sons of INiia h.ive returned timid as birds! 
Come, w'l are enough ]M-oteiiion for thee. See, 
here is the .■hesshtKiro .)f Conui >3r, with which 
he is v/ont to ilivine, i-layiiv^ a Jisiejy game with 
fate. , 'I'he pieces are set. We will finish the 
game, and so pass the time until the feast is ready 
(//e sits ihivn ^ The golden pieces are yours and 
the silver mine. 
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Ainle (looking at the board). 

You have given Deirdre the weaker side. 

N'Mst. 

Deirdre always plays with mure cunning skill. 

I 

J)l rRDKl.. 

0 fearless one, if he who set the game plaj-cd 
with fate, the vienirv is already fixed, and no skill 
may avail. 

MSI. 

We will see if Corns il)ar h.is favourable omens. 
It is geasa tor him .i!wa\s lo pla) with siber jneees. 
1 will fulluw' his j..i'!ie. It is your n»»ve. De.ir 
one, will jou not 'inile : Purely, against Coiu'ii- 
bar you will pla\ uill. 

• Dlirdi I 

It is t04> lats. t'ce, eserywhore my king is 
threatened! 

Arh.w. 

Nay, your game is Mur lost. It y«iu move your 
king back all will be well. 

Miissi Noi.R [tU the iL'it). 

1 bear a mussag from rhe Vrdrie to I he sons 
of Usna. 

NaIS!. • 

Speak out th- message, man. Why iloes thy 
voice tremble i ^\ho an thou .* I dii*not know 
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thee. Thou art not one of tl'.e Red Bratfch. 
Concohar is nut wont tu send messages to kings 
by such as thou. 

MiSSi NOIK. 

'I'hc Jicd Bniiich arc far fr«»ni rCni.iiti Macha — 
but it inatrors not. 'The king h.is conmianded 
me to speak thus to the sons ot \ou have 

lirokcn the law of LUla when )ou st«)lc away the 
d.iiighter of h'elim. ^’ou Ii.ive broken the law 
of the Ued branch when y»'u sent Iving messages 
through f.a\.ir(.ain plotting to return. The king 
eonunaiuis that the daughter .il J'elim he given 
up, and 

A:vli,. 

Are we to listen to this ? 


My «pear will fly <if itself if he doe? not depart. 
Naisi. 

Nay, brother, he is only a sl.i\e. (To t/ze 
Mlsslnolk.) keturn to Concohar, .iiid tell him 
that tfi-inorriwv the ked Branch will choose 
.mother iliief. Th«-re, why d(»,t thou wait? 
Begone ! (To Diiif kl.) ()h wise woman, 
truly did }uti see the i itteniie^s m this king, 1 

Dl IRDRj 

Why did you ui^t take iny cuu scl, Naisi j 
For i««w Tt is too late — ^too late. 
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Naisi. 

There is naught to fear. One of us foijld hol^l 
this dun against a thousatul of Ct)iK'ol)ar’s liou'-e- 
hold slaves. \S hen I'crgus comes to-morrow 
there will bo another klnir in Emain Maeh.i. 

It \.\N. 

It is true, Oeirdre. One of us is enough for 
ConcoKtr’s householJ slaws. I will keeji w.Ueh 
at the door while j*ni play at pe.ue with .Naisi. 

[li-ANV ////.• ill • nirhiiK >•/ ifu dmr lOi i 
•Jllhtiic. Thf til i/.-’o ttiltllH, 
.Aim . K'i Aki»,\n* /W’ vH. 


\aisi, \fui pit wil,{l\. ,*^ee, \»tur queen will 
be taken. • 

til'llO \!H I •U'ltkQMl t'.t'd tin t/uil: Ilf HYMS. 
liA.w {::tt/:'ini), 

Kce|) buek ! Do ton dare : 

N \isf. 

Ah ! the slave*’ lonie on, ilriwn lo the false 
Ardrie 1 When the ga'iie is tinished we will 
sweep them baek, and > .ty thiin in the Ibwal 
House, bet*»re CoiKoba.’s eus. TKiv I You 
forget to move, 1 teiriire. 

[Ihe claih of tciiiz^iil. 
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Ilann (without). 

Oh I I am wounded. Ainlc 1 Ardan 1 To 
the door ! 

[Ain'lf. nnd Ardan rush out. The clash 
of arm renevsed. 

DJ-IRDKI'. 

Naisi, I cannot. I cannot. The end of all 
has conic. Oh, NaUi ! 

[She fihr^s her arms air','^ the /alley scatter- 
ing the pieces oi\r the board. 

Naisi. 

If the end has conic we shfiuld meet it with 
calm. It is not with sijL'hinii and tears the Clan 
Usna shoidd ilcpart. You h.ive not pKiyed this 
^anie as it ou^ht to be placed. 

DjiKORr. 

Your pride is moulded and set like a pillar of 
bronye. C) w.irrior, I was no m.Ue for you. I 
am only a woman, wlio has j>i\cn her life into your 
Ininds, and you chide me for mj lo\e. 

Naisi (careising; f ■' head Lis handi). 

P('-ir timid dove, I ■' id furuotteii thy weakness. 
I did not mean to wound ihee, my heart. Oh, 
many will shed liotler tiMrs than these f ir thy 
sorrow ! They will perish sw'iftly who made 
Naisi’« diiecn to w’ee" ! 



DEIRDRE 


[He snatches up a spear and rushes out. 

There arc crieSy and then a silence. 

* Lavarcam (entering hurriedly). 

Bear Dcirdre swiftly away through the nij'ht. 
(Site stops and looks around.) Where are the suns 
of Usna ? Oh ! I stcjipeil over nian\ dead 
bodies at the door. Surely the layhts of \'alf>ur 
were not so soon overeonic ! Oh, niy darlill^ ! 
ojme away with n.e from this teriible house. 


DiARiiKi: (sl'<-:ly). 

What ilid you say of the Jdyhts <tl' V’aloiir ? 
Ihat — thej — were dead ? 

[N.usi, /ViNLE, and Ardan re-enter. 

I)n;<.imc dint's to Naisi. 

Naisi. 

My pfentlc one, do nt)t look so pale nor woiiml 
me with those terror-strieken i\e'«. '1 hose base 

slaves are all fled. 'I'nilv, Contobar is a nu£;hn 
king without the Red Branch ! 

Lavarcam. 

Oh, do not linger here. Bear Deiriliv away 
W'hile there is time. Yiui can e'>eape throiieh the 
city in the silence of the night. 'I he king has 
called for his Druids : s-oon the magic •»* Cathvah 
will enfold you, and your strength will be all 
withered away. * 
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Naisi. 

F will n(ir l«ivc l^niain Macha until the head 
of thit fihc kin^ In apart from his shoulders. 
y\ spesir can pass as swiftly throufih his Druid as 
through one of his slaves. Oh, Cathvah, the old 
niunibier t)f spells and of false prophecies, who 
causcil Deirdre to he taken fnnu Jut njothcr’s 
bre.tst 1 'J'ruly, I owe a deep debt to Cathvah, 
and 1 will repay it. 

T.a\ arcam. 

If you love Deir Ire, d<» not let pride and wr:ith 
st.iy \our Hight. ^nu have Init an instant to Hy. 
You can return with h’eigus and a host of warriors 
in the dawn. \oii di> not know' the ]U)wer of 
Cathvah. Surel), if you do not depart, Deirdre 
w'ill fall into the king’s hands, anil it were better 
she had died in her mother’s womb. 

I 

lb IKOKfc. 

N.iisi, let us leave this house of death. 

iotnui t‘J fbohtcps ivit/iuuL 

Lava RCA M. 

It is too late ! 

[Aimj >ihJ Aroan' .i/i/'V to thr ' er, but 
env •■/./ y,! at ihe n,: nd of C \i iivau’s 
D iiRORii ih/r'i /■» Nai^i, 

o 

, Ca'iiivaii {e/htHUH}; 'iatt! iui). 

lATt the lued In.» fall ; 

' Maiianaun Mac l.ir. 



DEIRDRK 


5 *- 


Take back the day 
Amid days unrcmembcrcd. 

Over the warring mind 
f.et tin F.icd fall, 

Mananaun M.ic Lir 1 

Naisi. 

Why dost th«>u weep, Deirdre, and clinj; to 
me so ? 'riie sea is ealiii. Tij-morrow we will 
rest safely at J'anaiu iMa».h.' with the great Ardrie, 
wJio h.is forgiven all. 

J«\\ ‘Ki’AM. 

'Phe daikiicss is iip-iii his mind. Oh, poor 
Deirdre I 

C \ I lit \.i (zn/fioti). 

Ta't tin w.'ves ri^e, 

MaM.'ii.iiii. M.u Lir. 
l'.ct the Laiih l.iil 
lieiieatii tluir feet, 

J.el rliy \i.ives flow over them, 
iMananaiin : 

Lord of tieean ! 

N \isi. 

Our galJet is sinking — aiul no land in siaht ! 
1 did not think the end wooKl L“me so sc^dii. 
O pale love, take eourage. I ■ death so hitter to 
tliee ? We shall go down in eath other’s arms ; 
our hearts sh.ill heat out their love together, and 
the last of life we shall know will be our ki«^es 
on each cither’s lips. (Aim.l «;/,/ Akdav 



,4*52 IMAGINATIONS AND REVERIES 


outside. There is a sound of hloves and a /oto cr)'.) 
Ainlc and Ardnn have sunk in the waters I We 
are alone. Still weepinji 1 My bird, my bird, 
soon we shall fly together to the bright kihgdoiu 
in the West, to lly Brazil, amid the opal seas. 

Dmruri . 

NaUi, Naisi, shake ofl:' the magic dream. It 
is here in Kinain NIaeha we are. *l here are no 
waters, 'rhe spell Jif the Diiiid and his terrible 
chant have made a mist about )oiir e}es. 

Naisi. 

Her mind is .vanderitiu. She is distraught 
with terror c't' the king. '1 here, rest )our he.id 
on ray heart. I lush ! husli ! The wafers are 
flowing upward s^-iftly. Siion, ■when all is o\cr, 
you will laugh at your terror. The great AiJue 
will sorrow' over our death. 

Di IRPRC. 

1 c-aniiot speak. Lavarcam, can jiiu not break 
the eiich.inlment ? 

I.AVARe\M. 

Mv limbs aie fixed heie bv ilu si.i-i|. 

rf > I 

N'aisi. 

There w'as mu‘''t a while ago. '1 h« s.v.inj of 
lai, wirh their slow, sweet f.ierj siajing. 'I'here 
newer was a sadder rale than rheirs, 'J hey mu it 
roam for ages, dri\en on tin aCM of Moyle, while 



DF.IRDRE 


2<.r 

wc shall go hand in hand through the country ol" 
immortal youth. .And there is Manaiiaun, the 
dark l^uc kinu, who looks at us w'ith a smile of 
>\elcome. lldathaeii is lit ii]i with its shining 
mountains, and the golden phantoms are lea]»ing 
there in the d.iwn ! Thfre is a path made tor us 1 
Come, Oeirdre, the god has made for us an island 
t>n the se.i. (N \isi thruH^h t/if tkor^ toiti falls 
Imekt milti'H hy ,i '•pctir-ih-asl.') 'I'he Druid Cath- 
\ah ! — 'I'he king ! — Deir.lre ! 

[lU- I'i'iRiiui ht'Pfth oerr the /Wv, 

/ j/ / I 'I / * / >11 /i f •• /i* “'I 

l.'V \Re\M. 

0 eenile hean, thv wounds will he more 
hitter than his. Spi ak hut a wor.l. 'I'hat silent 
sorrow will kill li.te and n.e .\lv darlin:;, il 
was f.ire, aiK‘1 1 wa* not to hlaine. Come, it will 
loiiilort thee lo wii.i hesjde my li>'east. Leave 
the ile.id lor \t neeaiue, lor he.i\v is the vengeanee 
(hat sliall tall on this ruthless kinu. 

])] tauRr. 

1 do not fear Comohar any mo'‘e. My spirit 
is sinking away fsom the world. 1 cmilil not ->tay 
after Naid. .\tur the Ln-hts of \'alour had 
\anish(>.l, how tould I reinnn? 'I he e.irth has 
nrow'i dim and old, fostei mother. *I he gods 
ha\e gone far aw.ij, and the liglus from th*e moiin- 
l.uns and the Idons of the Flaming 1 Ii*art arc still. 

fostermother, when they heap the I'aini over 
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him, let mo ho bosiiU* him in the narrow grave. 
I will still he with the iiohle one. 

[l)i[Ri>KJ, /i/vj /vv /r.'i/ un Naim Vi h(,<h, 
Ci).Nff)l!VR I'HUrt^ shinihii^ in the duhr- 
^•//v. I.wMicwi toLa Dururi.’s 
htiml tOhl dfif*' it. 

L\\ AlU \\i. 

Did yni mme to t'>rtiire her vi<l’. \niir pris- 
eiKe ? \V.is not the ot \ ii-.i i.rueltv 

enoiiiih ? IJui now she is past pnwer to 

\mhiik!. 

Co\eoti\i{. 

I'he death < 11 ' N.iisi wi, (iiih the hsIHl'i’i'.' «jt’ 
the law. 1 Mia louK) not Itolil ro<.*erlKT it its 
atieienr laws were si-t aside. 

I W M'.l '\1. 

Do yoi' tir.nk to hin 1 men tfigethes when \i>ii 
have I'riiken their he.fls () ti* il, wlm would 
">tn]iier .ill I'.ri ! I -ee rlie Ked IJ'MMt h i.itteied 
and J'.ri rent asunder, and thv miT.iorv 'i eiir^i .il'ter 
manv thousand ^ears. TJu-vod' .‘m\i i < •! -i.umi 
thv dointnion, pr aid kinu, "iih rh- (.•a a <>1 fiMin 
thi-i ileid •Jiild ; I’ulof'rhc ; .y tor 'u tl>.«.\ will 
lid u[> an l■te.'■n.ll kin:.'dom th* ‘p'l ''t' man. 

[j/a nprf,.'^ Zii//:',n/ i •./ />' ■/ tims. 

\ 

Voiei s. 

I'Vrgus I I'V'gus 1 h’ergi 1 
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r.WAUrAM. 

'I hi' avcnjitT ha>. <.i)nu‘ ! *^() pi'rMic’*- the Roii 

Hr.inch*! /:urrics 'M vAllly. 

CoMojiM’ (•//::/•', nftrr It /tf-iisr). 

1 have two J.i\iv!i\l >»)•., ami mu* is* mi 

111) own lu'art. I lius iIm I )iaj lioniai:i* to iheo, 
f) Oiifcn, who will Jiile, lirins* vii’ad. 

j/A //' '»/ DilKDRi .in/ 

I/.' '.'/.it .■>/./. 

i'. R« s ! .ivV/v,.,/). 

V here th; * 

[(.'ifMoi! i; «,»■'. tip, /tj/tii: /:>' 

I’'i la.r- .ippi\i>s •'/ t/c ■/•ut" . V. it.../ 
t> 

ni M 


'iiii i\i» 







